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| The PROEM. 


; OU Gentle Youths.whoſe chaſter Breafts do beat 
| With pleaſing Raptures, & Love's generous heat; 
; And Virgins kind! from whoſe unguarded Eyes ' 
: Paſſion oft ſteals your hearts by fond ſurprize , 
' All you who Amorous Storics gladly hear, 
* And feed your wand'ring F ancies by the Ear 1 
' Thoſe treacherous Delights a while lay by, 
* And lend attention to our Hiſtory : 
: A Hiſtory with Love and Wonders filld, 
$ Such as nor Greece nor Rome could ever yield. 
| $0 great the Subject, lofty the Deſign, 
* Exch part is Sacred, and the whole Divine. 
* Tf you its worth and natwre well ſhall weagh, 
*Twill charm your Ear , your beſt Aﬀettions ſway, C 
And in dark, Minds ſpring an Eternal Day. 
| My Muſe, is rais'd beyond a vulgar flight : 
: For Cherubs boaſt to ſing of what T write. 
I write — But *tis, alas , with trembling band : 
For who thoſe boundleſs Depths can underſtand ? 
Thoſe Mylteries unvail, which Angels do 
3 With dread Amaze deſire to look into ? 
Thou glorious Being | from whoſe Bounty flows 
All good that Man, or does, or ſpeaks, or knows; 
* Whoſe Altars once mean Turtles entertain'd, 
: And from the months of Babes haſt ſtrength ordain'd 3 
Purge with thy Beams my over-clouded mand 3 
Dire& my Pen, my Intelle& refine, 


That 


es. = 


he PRoEM. ; 
That I thy matchleſs Triumphs may indite, f 
' And live in a due ſenſe of what I write. 

| And you, dear Sirs,, that ſhall vouchſafe to read, 
Charity s Mantle o're my failings ſpread, 


| 
: 1 
" 


. 
4 


High is my Theme, but weak and ſhort my Sight 3 6 
My Eyes oft dazed with Exceſs of Light. 

| Tet Jomething here perhaps may pleaſe each Gueſt; | 

| *Tis Heavenly Manna, though but homely dreſt, 

+ Pax became all.to All : and I would try T\, 
| By this Eſſay of myltick Pocſy, 
| To win their Fancies, whoſe harmonious Brains ] 
} Are bettrr plear'd with ſoft and meaſur'd ſtrains. Y 4 
| þ 4 


 Profounder Tratis, end by a bleſt ſurprize-—— 


[> Convert Delight into a Sacrifice, —— d, 
| ; How many do their precious time abuſe | 0 
| On curjed produtts of a wanton Mulc 3 
{ 
t 


A Verſe may catch a wandring Soul, that flies . 


On trifling Fables, and Romances vain, 
The poiſoned froth of ſome inteted Brain ? 
| \ A Which only tend to nouriſh Rampant Vice, 
| And to Prophaneneſs eaſte Touth entice , 
Gilt o're with Wit, black Venom in they take, 
And "mid\t gay F lowers hug the lurking Sy ahe, 
| Here's no ſuch danger, but all pure and caſt 3 
| A Love tnilt fit by Saints to be imbrac'd : 
&o: 4 Love *bove that of AVomen : Beauty, ſuch, 
As none eqn be enamour'd on tov much, 
| Read then, and learn to love truly by this, 
Until thy Soxl can ſing ( Raptiuvy'd in Bliſs) C 
My Well-bcloved's nune, and I ain his. 
CHAP. 
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nf +*ROOK I. 


CHAP. I. 


The Excellencies and PerfeGions of the glorious King, the 
Lord FE HOV AH, diſcovered : Shewing how be 
had but one Son, the expreſs Image of the Father, 

: the delight and joy of bis Heart , and of the glorious 

| and eternal Deſign of this moſt High and Everlaſting 

" = 7JEHOWV AH to diſpoſe of his Son in Marriage. 

| Moreover, bow the matter was propounded by the F a- 

* ther,and whom he bad choſe to be the intendedSpouſe. 

: Shewing alſo how the Prince readily conſented to the 

Propoſal ;- and of his firſt grand and glorious At- 

chievements in order to the Accompliſhment of this 


3 happy Deſign. 


N the fair Regions of approachleſs Light, 
Where unmixt Joys with pertc&t Love unite 3 
Where youth n'cre walts,nor Beauty ever fades, 
Where no diſeaſe, nor paining-grief, invades z 
here reigns;and long, hath reign'd, a mighty King, 
rom whom all Honours, and all Riches ſpring 3 

is valt Dominions reach trom Pole to Pole, 

vo Realm nor Nation but he could controul 3 


B SO 
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2 Chriſt the expreſs Image Book 


So great his Pow'r, there never yet could be, 
An abſolute Monarch in the World but he. 
What &reſcem'd good to him, he trecly did, 
And nothing trom his piercing Eye was hid. 
To him the mighty Nimrods all did Bow, 
And none durſt boldly queſtions What doſt Tho 
Juſtice and Wiſdom waited onhis Throne, | 
And through the World his Clemency was know 
His Glory fo Illuftrious and Bright, 
It ſparkled forth, anddazled Mortals ſight. 
Immenſe his Being 3 for in every Land 
He preſent was; and by each Soul did ſtand. 
No Spies he ncedcd for Intelligence 
In Forcign parts, to bring him Tydings thence, 
And vain to him was Court-difſemblers Arr, 
He ſaw each corner of the ſubtleſt heart, 
View'd as unborn,and plain diſcoverics wrougF- 
E're labouring Fancy once could mould a Though# 
Beheld mens minds clearly, as were their taces, | 
And uncontain'd, at once did till all Places 3 1 
His awful frown could make the Mountains ſhakl 1 
And Stouteſt hcarts of Haughty Princes quake. 1 
All things were his, who did them hrit compoſe, $1 
Ard by his wiſdom doth them (till diſpoſe 3 | 
To ſerve his Fricnds,and todeltroy his Foes. a 
His Azurc Throne with Holineſs is ſpread, * JJ 
|: 
\ 
F 
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The pure in heart alone his Court may tread 3 
No vitious Gallant, Proud, Imperious, Vain, 


In Court, nor Kingdojn will he entertain, 


H 


5k Chap. 1. of the Father. 2 


He's thy eſſence of true Vertue, ſpotleſs, pure, 

ZAnd no ungodly one can he endure. 

INo wicked perſon to him dares draw nigh, 

* Though ne're'fo Rich, fo Mighty, or fo Highz 

Tis Righteouſneſs his bleſſed Throne maintains, 

Who all Injuſtice utterly diſdains 3 

? Nay, Holineſs doth this great Soveraigne cloath, 

'FAnd ſuch as weare it not. his Soul doth loath, 

But above all theGlories which did wait 

7 Upon this High and Pecrleſs Potentate : 

2 His Pity did the moſt tranſcendent prove, 

- I Matchle(s his Power, but greater ftill his Love 3 

Such bowels of Compailion ne*re were known, 

Nor ere ſuch proofs of vaſt Aﬀection ſhownz 

His kindneſs beyond all that Pen can write, 

Or Heart conceive, or nimblelt Erain indite. 

This Sovercign Love our wond'rous Subje& brings, 

Our Hittry trom thoſe melting Ardours ſprings+ 
For this great King had a moki lovely Son, 

And had indeed no more fave only one, 

Who was begotten by him, and brought forth 

* Exe Heav'ns blew curtains did ſurround the Earthz 

Before the World's foundations yet were laid, 

Times pla turn'd up, or the Sun's courſe diſplaid, 

This Princt was brought up with him, and did lye, 

In his dear Boſom from Eccrnity. 

He was his only Joy, and kearts delight, 

Who ever did behold him in his fight, | 

And as he madc his Father's heart moſt ghd, * 

He was ſole Heir to all the Father had 3 


B 2 Who 


& 
Who freely gave all things into his Hand, 
And made him Ruler over cvcry Land, 
| Defigning till to raiſe his Dignity 
Above each Eartkly Prince, or Monarchy, 
{ Ayd him intitle with a glorious Name, 
'F Which none of all the Heav'nly Holi darc claim. 
'F What glory 1s therc in cach Scraphim! 
| Yet mult they all do Homage unto him 3 
; The Cherubins likewife mult all ſubmit, 
| Ard humbly worthip at his Royal Feet, 
ſ With trembling Revercnce 3 tor he di th bear 
| The expreſs Image ot his Fathcr dear 3 


# And his Majcttick Glory doth untold, 

Too' right tor any creature to behold, 

! Antill transform d into an Heav'nly mould. 
The Lutire ot his Face, the lovclincls 

| Of complcat Beauty, and ot Holincts, 

{ His Parfonal Sweetnels, and Pericctions rare, 
4 No tongue of men, or Angcls, can declare : 
# For, *tis recorded by unciring Pen, 

'* He fuirer was than all the Sons of men, 

Which in its proper place will more appcar : 
Euc mind at preicnt what doth tollow here. 


” This mighty King, whoſc Glgrics thus did ſhine, 
, Had Jong, ON TOOt a VCTY great D Ln, 

{ Which was, in Marriage to diſpuy” this Son, 

$ 'T he blfiedti Work that ever could be done ; 

'F his Sccict then to him hc does diiclolc, 

And whom for him he had alrcacy choſe, 


Tells 
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The Counſel Book I. 
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I. Chap. 1. between Father and Son, 5 


Z Tells himithe way, and means, whereby to bring 
! About this ſtrange and mott important thing 3 
} What he mult do 3 and all things doth declare : 
$ To which the Son doth lend attentive car, 
3 Who never did his Father difobcy, 
# Nor him diſpleaſe, wouid not in this fay nay 
! But (traight-way ſhew'd with joy & cheartul twind 
| He was that way himſclt long time mclin'd : 
' For witha Heav'nly fmilc he made reply, 
7 That Creature is the Jewel of mine eyc. 
| Great King of Kings, thy Sacrcd Sovereign W ill 
{ With grcatett Joy I'm ready to tulltil, 
| My heart's inflam'd with love, and will be pain'd 
$ Till the tox my imbraces be obtain'd. 
* Witli ſecret! rran{ports.long have I dehtign'd 
> That happy Match in ny Etcrnal Mind, 
{To pcople witha new and hvly Race 
* Th Immortal Manſions of this Glorious Place, 
* Such is the Love which unto her I have, 
[> Tis lirangas Death, and lalts beyond the Grave, 
| Where e're the be (tor well I underitand 
She's ſpirited of late toa ltrange Land ) 
© Winzed with Love Le ſearch the World about, 
7 And lcave no place untought to hind her out. 
$ It any Foedoth Captive her detain, 
I'l:-be hcr Refcuc, and knock off her Chain : 
5 Or, it halt frifled, ſhe in Prifon lye, 
3 1'le break the Bars, and give her liberty. 
I will retuſe no L3Bour, nor no pain, | 
Thee (deareft Soul!) into my Arms to gain. 
B 3 Such 


nc, 


6 Chriſt accepts the Fathers Propoſal. Book I, | } 


Such was this Prince's love, and now tis fit 
We tell you who the object was of it. 


Within the Limits of the Holy Land, 
Whoſe Glory once ſhone forth on every hand 3 
And near the Boxdersof rare Havelah, 
Where Creatures of each kind hrit breath did draw 3 F01 
Where Piſon's fireams with Emphrates did meet > Hc 


Where did abound all Joy and Comtort ſweet, c 
Without the lealt perplexity or wo 3 A 
Where Bdellium and the Onyx Stone did grow z3 Cc 
Did a moſt choice and lovely Garden lye, In 
Renowned much for its antiquity: , St 
For Sacred Story has proclaim d its name, Io 
And rais'd up Trophies to 'its laſting fame. wv 
Within that Gaxden dwelt in Ancient time 1 
A very lovely Creature in her Prime, Fi 


Mirror of Beauty, and the World's chict glory, + H 
Wholc rare compoſure did out-vy all Story : A 
Fair as the Lilly, ererude hands have toucht it : © F« 
Or ſnow unfal'n, betore the Earth hath fmucht it : ® A 
The pcrtc&tit work which wondring Heav'n could © 
Of Nature's Volumn, blc{t Epitome 5 (ſee,; C 
Her glorious Beauty, and Admyurcd Worth, 
W hat mortal tongue is able to tet torth ? 
True Vertue was the Obje& of her will, } 
Thcre was no (tain in her, no Feature ill, ; 
Nofcar, nor blemiſh,” ſeen 1n any part 5 | 
Her Judgment uncorrupt, and pure her Heart . 
C 
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1, Chap. r.  Eden's Foy. 7 
Bcr thoughts were noble,words,molt wiſe, not laviſh 
{cr natural ſweetneſs was enough to ravith 
1 that beheld her 3 from her {parkling Eye, 
Athouſand Charms, a thouſand Graces fly : 
Ko cvill paſſion harbour'd in her breati, 
Or with bold Mutinics diſturb d her rett & 
w 3 For what's not borne zct,necds not be repreti. ), 
> Hr Lineage Noble, of ſuch high degree, 
None cre could boalt a greater Pedigree : 
A Dowry too (he had, a fair Eſtate, 
Contcrr'd upon her at an eaſy Rate. 
In brict, in all Indowments ſhe did ſhine, 
-Stampt with his Image, who is all Divine ; 
= that which molt unto her bliſs did add, 
*Was the great Honour which ſome time the had, 
:Ot the ſweet preſence ot a glorious King, 
'From whom alone true Happincls doth (pring 3 
He oft declar'd her his grand Favourite, 
' And that with her was his endear'd delight : 
> For precious love to her burn'd in his hearc, 
t: And nuthing thought too dear tor to impart, 
uld Or unto her molt treely to beltow, 
ſec, Ot all the Treaſures he had here below, 


* This was her fate at firſt, none can gain-lay3 

* But then, mark what bctell her on a day, 

! She did not long in this condition ſtand, 

2 Before acurſcd and molt traiterousBand 

Ot Rebels, who ſhook off Allegiance, 

And 'gainli thcis Sovereign did bold Arms advance 3 
B4 Incic'd 


i 
A 


8 . The Fall. Book 1 


Intic'd her to their Party, and deſiroy'd 
All thoſe rare Priviledges ſhe injoy'd. þ 
Which grand offence did fo the King diſpleaſe, +» 
That ſhe his wrath by no means could appeaſe 3 
Nor had ſhe any Friend to ſpeak a word, 

To ſtay the Tortures of the Flaming Sword. 
No purpoſe *twas, alas ! for her to plead, 

Why Scntence ſhould not againlt her proceed, MV 
Who well knew in her conſcience *rwas but right A 
She ſhould thencetforth be baniſhe from his ſight, 1: 


And his moti glorious Face behold no more, 't 
As the with Joy had ſecn it heretofore, 'F 
The rightful Sentence paſſcd, though ſevere, 'L 


Which might ſirike dead the trembling Soul to hear,3< 
Exil d the was from him with tcartful Irc, . 
And laid obnoxious to Eternal hre : | 
Turn'd out of all her Glory with a curſe, ; 
No !iate of Mortal Creatures could be worſe, 1 
, And now ſhe's forc'd to wander toand tro, l 
Finding no relt, nor knowing what todo. 

A toicign (vile, alas ! ſhe mult ſeek out, 

And whcrec to kide her (clt ſhe looks about. 

A wretched Fugitive ſhe {traight became, 

A ſhame unto her (elf, to all a ſhame. 

Yet this vile wretched Creature, fo forlorn, ; 
The Subjcc of contempt and general ſcorn, 4 
She, the's the Object ot this Prince's Love, 
She 'tis to whom his warm Aﬀections move. 
*T was in her fallen ftate hecalt his eye, 
Although he lov'd her from Eternity. 


Who 


—— — 


L | hap. 1. The Soul's woeful kate. 9 


AVho wandring thus into a Foreign Land, 
Far off of him ; he ſoon did underſtand 
« Where was no other thing for himto do, 
But mult a Journy take, and thither go, 
It he] accompliſh this his great Deſign, 
*Ot making Love, a Love that's molidivine. 
? The Father now doth part which his dear Son, 
Who's all on tire, and zealous tobe gone : 
he "And what though it a grievous Journy be, 
he, Ts bitterneſs he is refolv d to (ee. 
His high Atchicvcments nothing (hall prevent, 
{His mind and purpoſe is fo fully bene, 
2 Thathe in his own Kingdom will not ftay 
car One Minute aftcr the appointed Day. 


But that you may more fully yet diſcover 
[The match]c(s flames of this mo!t glorious Lover, - 
> Permit us to preſent unto your view, 
# The Court he lctt, the Dungeon he went to. 


| The Kingdom,where this Hi:h-born Prince did 
' All other Countrics valily doth excel, (dwell, 
Its Glory ſplendid is and infinite, 
It cannot be beheld with ficthly tight. 
> Tcn thouſand Suns,ten thouſand times more bright 
4 Then ours, 1s, could never give fuch light, 
* None ever there beheld a Cloud, nor thall ; 
2 Nox ever was there any Night at all. 
No cold or heat did ever there diſplcaſe, 
No pain nor ſorrow there, nor no difeale, 


No 


10 The GlryChrift left,  Book.l. 


No thirſt nor hunger there do any know, 

Nor any foes to {eek their overthrow, 

Ditiurb their peace, or them ith leaſt annoy 3 
Nor is there any Devil to deſtroy, 

And it one would that Kingdom ſearch about, 
There is no hnding ot one poor Man out. 

No ſooner any ſuch do thither get, 
But on their Heads a glorious Crown is (ct, 
Congratulating Angels round them; wait, 

' And cloath them all in long white Robes of State. L : 
They live in boundleſs Bliſs, with ſuch content, #1 
It raiſes Joy unto a Raviſhment, 

There's Rivers too of Pleaſures, h1'd to'th Brim, 
In which the Prophcts and Apoliles ſwim. 
Therc Beauty tadeth not, nor Strength decaycs 3 
No weary o!d Agc, neithcr erd ot Daycs, 
Impoiliblc it is tor them to dye, 
Whole Souls have tattcd Immortality. 
All thereis Love, and Scmpiternal Joys, 
Wholſc {weetnels neither gluts, nor tullneſs cloys. 
Fricnds always by 3 tor abſence is not known, 
Thcir lofs, or departure, none can bemoan. 

Within the contincs ot this bliſstull Land 
There doth a {pacious tourſquare City liand, 
The noblett Structure *tis that c're was rais'd, | 
By men admired, or by Angels prais'd. 
The Founder ot it was a mighty King 3 
Yet without hands r'was built, amazing thing! 
Astor th' Marterials, which did it prepare 

The 


From: a good Author thisdeſcription hear : 


p.I. The Glory of Heaven, II 


The Luke-warmBlood ofa dear Lamb being fpilt, 
To Rubies turn'd, whereof its parts were built, 
nd what dropt down in a kind gellied Gore, 
came rich Sapbire, and did pave her Floor. 
he Brighter flam-s that trom his Eyeb2ls ray'd, 
EGrew Chryſolites, whercot her walls were madc. 
The Milder glances ſparkled on the ground, 
#And grounfild every Door with Diamond : 
*Butdying, darted upwards, and did tix 
te, A Battlement of purctt Sardonix, 
# Its Streets with Burniſht Gold are paved round, 
# Stars lyc like Pebbles (cattercd on the ground. 
® Pcarl mixt with Onyx, and the aſper Stone, 
The Citizens do alwayes tread upon. 
cre he with's Father in great liate did fit, 
2Whiltt millions bow'd themic!ves unto his Feet, 
* Here *twas he kept his Court,hcre was his Throne, 
From hence through all the World his Glory (hone. 
And it ought could unto his Greatneſs add, 
Mark what a rich Retinue there he had. 
He Servants kept ot vcry high Degree, 
Who did bow down to him continually, 
Though they were Nobles all, and far more high 
Than proudelt of the Roman Monarchy 3 
And mighty great in Power,too are they z 
For one alone did no lcfs Number flay 
Than near two hundred thouſand in one night, 
Of Valaint Souldiers, traincd upto hght, | 
Theſe Troops (till ready ttood at his command, 
To cxccute his will in evcry Land, | 
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12 The Angels Glory, 


\ 
Of them he'd an Innumerable Hoſt, 
Though ſome of them in ancient times were loft : 


Yet the {cle&ted number Millions were, hn 
Who till to him do true Allegiance bear : ark 
True Love and 7cal burn'd in thcir breaſts, like fire © 
To &o his Will's their bufincls and defire ; ha 


'Tis his great [or rett which they wholly mind, MP!" 
Aiding his Friends, who{- weltarc they delign'd : þ ! 
 Andlikewiſe evermore to trulirate thoſe, nd | 
Who did their Prince's Soverajgnty oppoſe. ing, 


Their Nature's quick and clear, as Beams of light { Il G 


Creatures too pure tor Mortals eroffer I1ght, nc 

And it we ſhall conſider well their worth, oulc 

Mcer Empty Nothings are all Kings 'oth Earth, oy 
\nd 


When to theſe Servants they compared be 3 
So much excclls their glorious Dignity. 
What of chcir Sovereign Lord then ſhall we fay, 


IKC | 
nd | 


On whoin they do attend both night and day 2 li} 
When they bctorc his dazling Throne appcar, hey 
Their Heav'nly faces {traightway cover'd arcs ur} 
As it not able on his Face to look 3 het 
Or cle with glorious bluthings, Heaven-[ruck, he | 

O ML 

oth 


Such, fuch his Court, ſuch his Attendants were : 
Who could with this great Prince of lipht compare?Þ® ©? 
Oh what Celeſtial Glory didtt thou leave, 

Almoſt beyond mans credence to bcliove ! His 
That thou ſhouldſt thus thy Fathers houſe forſake,[ hic 
Aud ſuch a tedious diſmal Journey make ! _ 
Could Þ! 3 


ET Ce. ms 


hap.1, The Melody of Heaven, 13 


ould not that charming, Mclody above, 

 Wllure thy thoughts and, hinder thy remove ? 

©h no ! thare's nothing can retard thy Love, 
ark how the glorious Seraphims do ling, 

hoſe warbling, notes do make the Heavens ring! 
hat Mortals ever did ſuch Muſick hear ? 

pirits made perfect, arc quite raviſht there, 
h | how,they liticn whillt the Strains rife higher, 
nd joynihg gladly with th'All-charming Quire, 
ing, torth aloud, inſpircd with his flame, 

All Glory, Glory, Glory to his Namc, 

One lirain of this Ccletiial Harmony, 
ould Mortals hcar.thcy {con would thither fly : 
hey ſiraight would ſhakeoff all their carnal ſhackles 
nd quit theſe dull and loathfom Tabcrnacles 3 
ike towring Larks,(till upwards would they {oar, 
nd raviſhed, would think bt Earth no more: 
T like to herds of Catte], great and ſmall, 
hey d leave their teedings, and run thither all, 
ut yet could not this lovcly Paradiſe, 
heſe Honours, | or this Mclody intice 
he lovc-lick Princc unto a longer ltay, 
0 much he longed tor the Marriage day : 

Ko thing could his Detiga divert, or move 3 

}Bo conttant was he in his Royal Love. 


His Travels ncxt will you be pleas'd tohear 
hich raiſcs wonder 11 nic to declare. 
Jen chouland millions, and ten thouſand more 
1Þt Angc!-a.calur'd Leag ucs trom th'Eafiern ſhore: 
| Of 
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Of Dunghil Earth this glorious Prince did comic. 's 
Did ever L over go fo tar from Home 

To ſeck a Spouſe ? What brave Heroick Spirit IT 
That e'redid love of vertuous Princeſs merit, 
Would not have found his trembling heart to akeZ Ye 
So valt an Entcrprize to undertake 3 ; Ol 


Such dangers to expoſe himſelt unto, ? wW 
Such pleaſurc, and ſuch glory to forc-go ! 2 Al 

But ſome tis like may ask a queſtion here, # It 
Unto what Parts or Region did he ticer ? A 
Or whither did he travel, whither go ? " 


A very necdtul thing tor all to know. 

Was't to ſome Goſhen-Land,ot precious Light ? > 8 H 
Or in to ſome Elyfhan Fields, which might 6 
With Boundlcfs Pleaſures thither him invite ? Y/ 
Was it a Kingdom ſomewhat like his own 
For Bliſs and Glory ? cr what kind of one 
Was this ſtrange Land, to which this Lover went! 
To tind the Soul, forc'd into Baniſhment ? 


4 


J 
Alas ! dear Sirs! this may you (till amaze, 
And to a hiphcr Pitch your wonder railc. k 
As tar as Darknets difters from the Light, 
Or dolcfom Earth falls ſhort of Heaven fo bright 3 
' As Heavens higher are than Earth or Scas, 
A thouſand times, ten thouſand of Degrees z * 
So tar that placc where this ſweet Prince did dwell: 
The other (to which he travel d ) did excel. 
As that tranſcends tor lovclineſs moſt rarc:; 
So this in wickednels exceeds compare, 
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ne. Egypt was once. adark and doleſom place, 
When no one could bchold his brother's face. 
# Though there the (acred tories plainly tel't, 
Z The darkneſs was fo great, it might be felt. 
ke® Yet was that but a hgure, you muſt know, 
* Of the black horror of this Land of Wo, 
7 Whither the wretched wandring Soul was gone, 
2? And whence her Lover now muli fetch her home : 
It was indeed an howling Wilderneſs, 
A Region of diſpair, and all diſtreſs : 
Where Dragons , Wiolver, Lyons, and ravenous 
Beaſts : 
Had their cloſe Dens , and Birds of Prey their 
Nelis. 
Beſides, throughout the ruinated Land 
A Black and feartul King had great Command, 
Who had revolted many years betore 
-nth} From his Liege Lord, and to him ſince has bore 
Mott cruel ſpight and curl'd malignity, 
Aſſuming to himſclt the Soveraignty 3 
The greatli Uſurper that cre being had: 
' Sylla, nor Nero never were fo bad, 
For *tis well known he was th'original Syre 
3 | Of Tyrants all, and taught them to aſpire 3 
Ambitieus through the World to ſpread his Arms, 
* He hl 'd the Earth with Blood and fad Alarms ; 
/ell} And like a ravenous Lyon rang'd about 
To ſeek his Vrey, and hnd new Conquetlts out. 
Full of State-Policics, and Subtil wiles : 
Where's Force attempts in vain, his Fraud beguiles. 
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Moſt cruel to thoſe Slaves he can betray, ' Fron 
And yet the Fools, befotted to his ſway, en 
Court their own ruine, and blindly obey, Tol 


His Anticnt Lord he harcd moſt of all, \nd 
And ſuch as were his offspring, great and ſmall, MA pl 
He was relolv'd to be reveng'd upon, pY | p. 
And them tor to detiroy c're he had done, To | 
From whence his name was call'd Apollyon, e 

A name which doth his Nature tull expres, 

And you ot him thereby my turther gueſs; 

This greedy Dragon, hungry of his prey, 

With wide-(tretcht Fares tiood waiting, tor the day, 
W hen this dearPrince ſhould comeznay tor the hour, 
That fo he might him inttancly devour, 

Oh Tyrant Lovc! dott thou no pity take ! 

Wile thou the PHAENTN ot both worlds thus make 
A prey to (uch a Fiend, who by ſome fnarc 

Hopes to cntrap this long expected Heir, 

And then to take Poilcthon, and alone 

Rule on an undiliurbed Hellith Throne ? 

Sce how the Troops of his Internal Power 
Conibine, this Sacred Pcrfon to devour, 

Necds multi that bc a fad and diſmal Land, 

Where this darn'd Monlicr hath fo great Comand. Þ 
What Prince would conic trom ſuch a Mount of bliſs 
Unto a Cave, where Poyſonous Serpents hiſs ? 
Come trom his Fathcr's Bolom where he lay, 

To be the Wolves and Dragons chicteli prey ? 

To leave his glorious Robes and Cloth of Gold, 


And clothed be with Raggs and Garments old ! 
F&om 
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rom ruling men and Devils, now to be 
empted by both of them, ſcarce ever tree ? 
To leave a Paradiſe of all Delight, 
\nd come intoa Land as black as night ? 
_ Crown and Kingdom to torfake, 
T hat he his bed might on a Dunghil make ? 
Fo leave a {weet and quiet Habitation, 
To come into a rude ditltractcd Nation ? 
Vhere Wars, Blood, and Miſerics abound, 
here neither Truth,nor Faith,nor Peace is found? 
To leave his Friends, who loved him moſt dear, 
7, Wo dwell with ſuch asmortal hatred bear 
r,Jo him, and to his bleſſed Father, and 
A Il ſuchas do for them moſt faithful ſtand ? 
ocome ſo many Millions of long miles 
CFo be involv'd in Troubles and fad Broils ? 
\nd all this for a Creature poor and vile, 
\ Traitcrous Vagabond, and in Exile ? , 
ca, one that ſtill remain'd a ſtubborn toe, * 
'F/ating both him and his bleſt Father too ? 
» ho ponders all in cxtaſy, .can't mils 
To cry out, Oh! what manner of Love is this ? 
ure this is Love that may our Souls amaze, 6 


Ca a 


. And to the height our woridring Spirits raile, 
5 #n gratctul Hymns to celebrate its praile. 
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CHAP. II. 


Shewing what entert2inment the Prince of Light m 4 
with at his firſt arcival. How there being no room: 
for him inthe Inn, he was forced to lie in the Stable; ) 
and make his bed in the Manger, As alſo how ht" 
baving laid aſide his Glorious and Princely Robes pai 
not known by the prople of that Country \ and how bt 
ws wronged, and abominably abuſed by them 


Wake my Muſc ! I hear the Prince is come 

Go and attend him, view the very Room 
Where he at hit doth lodg : fee how they treat 
A King, whoſe Pow x is lo cxcecding great. 
Much Rumor of his coming, I am told, 
Was ſpread abroad amongj{t them there of old, 
And many waiting for him, long'd to ſee 
What kind of King and Pcrſon he ſhould be, 
Oh! what provilion now to entertain 
Him did they make ? my Soul's in grevious pain 
To heavof this Doth not the Trumpct ſound, 
And Joy and mclody ſweetly abound 
I'th hearts of all, who heard of this good News ? 
How did they carry't to him, or how uſe 
This lovely One, whom Angels do adore, 
And Glorious *craphinis fall down betore ? 

At 
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1 hap. 2. bis bad Entertainment. Tg 
Ah! how methinks thould they now look about 
Some curious ſtately Structure to hnd out, 

*Some I'rince's Palace for his Retidence, 

*Or (irong fair Cafile tor his fate Detence! 
meDon't people leap tor Joy, whil'fi Angels ſing, 
-nomil 0 welcome in their long, expected King ? 
1þ1, 2 not the Conduits through all fircets combine , 
» þJ2 ficad of Water, wholly to run Wine? 

Þo not great Swarms ot people *bout him fly, 


= 1 ike to forme (irange and glorious Prodigy ? . 
hems, 


AVhat dost thouſay, my Mule, Art wholly mute? 
th this not with thy preſent purpoſe fait ? 
Ph! yes, it docs, but how {haPt be expreſt? 
he grict that (cizes on my panting Breaſt,, 
y heart into a trembling ht doth tall, 
o think how he contemned was of all, 
he Savage Monltcrs did this Prince rcjeF, 
And treat him with affronts and diſreſpedt ; 
'hen he tor them had taken all this pain, 
hey neither would him know nor entertain : * : 
he very Inn, where tir{t he went to lie, 
or to vouchſate him Lodging did deny. 
(0 Room ( alas! ) had they but it 'twere (© 
vs 2 He would be there, to th* Stable he mult go. 
To'th' Stable then goes he contentedly, 
ithout the leaſt reflection or reply. 
he filly Aſs, and labouring Ox mutt be 
AFompanions now to Sacred Royalty 3 | 
C 2 Expos'd 
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Expos'd by Greater Brutes, he muſt ( alas ) 69 
Take up with the Dull-Oxe,and painful Afs, $ 
Who their great Maker and Preſerver was ; 

And in the Manger's torc'd to make his bed, x 
Without one Pillow to ſupport his Head, 
Let Heav*n altonitht, Earth amazed be 

At this ungratctuL Inhumanity 

Let Seas riſc up in heaps, and after quit 
Their Courſe, theſe Barbarous people to affright. | 
Oh! what a mighty condeſcention's here! 

What {tory may with this, with this, compare? 

Is this the entertainment, they afford! 

And this a Palace tor fo great a Lord! 

I- this their kindnels to fo dear a triend ! 

Do they him toa hlthy Stable (end ! 

Isthat a Chamber ſuiting his Degree! 

Or ht the Manger thould allotted be, 

For him to lay his Glorious Body in, 

C Of whom the Prophet ſaith be knew no Sin ? ) 
Whoſe tootſtool's Earth,and Heaven is his Throne 


What ne're a better Bed tor ſuch an one ! Js 
That has ſo valt a Journey undertook, th 
And for their fakes fuch Glory too toriook |! had 

Is this great Prince with ſuch mcanLodging plcas'd, - ? 
So that he may ot love lick pains be cas'd! wy 
O what a Lover's this ! Almighty Love! = 
How potently dolt thou affc&tions move! My 
W hat ſhall a Prince be thus ore-come by thee, Th 
And brought into contempt to this degree ! To 
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* Sure this may melt an heart of hardeſt Stone, 
AV hen "tis confider'd well and thought upon. 
ut nolc{s worthy note is it to hear 

The manner how this Soveraign did appear. 
Was it in Pomp and outward Splendor bright? 
AVbich doth the ſenſual heart of man invite, 
Iro cali a vicw, and deep reſpe& to ſhow, 
As unto haughty Monarchs here they do: 
Like toa Prince, or like himfclt, did he | 
is beams diſplay that every cyc might eg. 
In his bleſt Face moſi radiant Majeliy ? 
No, no, fo tar was he trom being proud, ? 
hat he thought tit his Gloriesall to ſhroud $ 
And, like the Sun, invclopd in a Cloud, 
id vail his Heav'nly Luſtre, would not make 
linfelt of Reputation, for the ſake. 

Dt that poor Soul he came tor to feck out : 

He ſaw 'twas good,that he might work about 

His bleſt Dcfign, himſclt thus to deny, 

And ſhew a pattern of humility. 

lis glorious Robes he trecly did lay off, 

Though thereby made th' object of men's ſoft, 

Who vicwing his deſpiſed mean condition, 

Welcom'd him with-contempr.ſcorn,and deriſion : 

For *twas 'ith form of a poor ſcrvant he 

Appcar'd to all, the very low'tt degree, 

Which amongſt all the ſons of Adamare 

And doth not this {till wondrous Love declare ! 

The people of that Country too I ind 

To groſs miliakes fo readily inclin'd, 

C 3 They 
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They judg'd him a poor Carpenters Son born. 
And ſtigmatiz'd him with it in great ſcorn. 
Nay, ſomeathrm heworked at the Trade, 
For which they did him mightily upbraid. 
How ever thiswe mult to all proclaim, 
He that all Riches had, mo{t poor became 
That fo the Soul through his ſad poverty 
Might be enrichcd to Etcraity. 
The Foxes of the Earth, and Birds of th' Air 4 
Had more ( alas !) than fell unto his ſhare. | 1 
In holes the one, in nclis the other ted | 
But he, (poor he! no wheare to lay his head. 
Not one poor Cottaye had this precious King, 
Although the righttul Heir of cvery thing, , 
The mcanelt man almoli of Adams Race 't 
Secm'd tobe in as good, nay better caſe, | 
Reſpecting outward \Wcalth and Glory here 
Thoſe things no Pricc in his aftcCtions bcar. 
Silver and Gold/thc Mickworm Wordling's God: 
He knew to be but morc rchncd Clods | 
Ot that fame Earth, which he himſclt had made} 
Ripe by a Sun, ſcarce hit tv be his thade, FF 
No Mony, doubtleſs, had this Prince at all 
In purſe or coffer : tor, when ſome did call 
For Ceſars Tribute, then, bchold, mult he 
Diſpatch in haltc a Scrvant to the Sea 
In an unccrtain Fithes mouth to fpy 
A PICCC of Coyn { On Wondrous Treaſury '') 
With which he {iraight did Ceſars Tribute pay. 
( Though ſtna!l Engagement on the L_—_— ay 
\dt! 
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iather than hee'l be diſobedient thought, 
0 raiſe the Tax, a Miracle is wrought, 
But hcre tis like ſome may delire to know 
he cauſe why he abas'd himſclt fo low ? 
The Anſwer to which Qwery's very plain 
His Errand ſo requir d, it he'd obtain 
[The Soul, for whom his Country he did leave, 
ZHe of his Glory muſt himſclt bereave. 
Twas Love that brought him into this diſguiſe, 
Tocome incognito to haughty Eycs, 
tTo lay afide awhile his Robes ot State; 
And thus in Pilgrims weeds upon her wait : 
>, FE Without this Form aflum'd, theſe Raggs put on, 
Z The mighty Work could ncvcr have been done. 
# She grov'ling lay bclow, unable quite 
Once to aſpire unto his Glorious Sight, 
Therctoremutt he a Garb ſuitable take 
Toraiſe her up, and his dear Conſort make 3 
& He multi deſcend, that the might mount above, 
And-joyn ina fit Entercourle of Love. 
S.\ the kind Sun beams do the Dwngh1l gild, 6 


That it to Heaven may Exalations yeild, 
With pregant Show's. to fertilize the Field. 
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CHAP. IL 


Shewing how pon the arrival of the glorious Prince} 
Vice- Roy of that Country contrived in a barboron 
maner to take away his Life, And of the horrid Maſs 
ſacre that fell out upon it in the Town of Bethlchem! 
And how the Prince eſcaped and fled nto Egypt. Ali 
diſeovering how the Creature he came;to be a juiter t0\ 
was preing aged by the black, King 10 'the Monſter 9 
deformity, a Baſtard of bis own begetting, calle 
Lit. And of the great and fearful battel that fell ou 
betw een the Prince of Light, and Apollyon Prin 
of Darkneſs ; and how Apollyon was over-come 
and, after three amazing Incounters , forc'd t 


fly. 


Hovgh Goodneſs fiill's oppos'd by cnvious Hate 
Vertue{ like Palms } thrives by th? opprefſin 
Our Princcs Welcome is in part cxprett, (weigh 
But what enſucs is worſe than all the ret, 
Ot his fad uſage turther Ile declare, 
And the curs'd crucl Focs he met with there, 
No ſooner flutt'ring Famic the news had told 
Of his arrive 3 and chat fone Secrs of old 
(Heralds of Fatc ) proclaim'd hin; on Record 


Tobe a high-vorn Prince, and mighty Lord: 
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But preſently the Voyce-Roy of that Land 

Was hIPd with Indignation on cach hand ; 
Fearing, tis like, he might depoſed be, 

Or much diminiſhtin his Dignitic 3 

That this great firanger might afſume his Crown, 
Or quitc ccliple his pcrilhing Renown. 

For when the Sun doth rifc and ſhine fo clear, 
The Moon and Stars do all {iraight dilappear. 
Not knowing what ſtrange cvils niight ariſe 3 

He therctore did a bloody Plot dcvilc. 

Such was his Rage and undc{crv.d fpight, | 
He needs would butcher this ſweet Lamb of Light 3 
Who though to none he thought one dram of 1ll, 
Yet he rclolvcs his precious Blood to fpill: 

But tazling of one Treacherous Delign, 

He and his Gang do in a worſe combine : 

Which was by lirict Inquiries tor to hcar, 


{ When this bright Star did hit to men appear ? 


That fo he might exactly know the Day 
When he arriv'd, and in a Mangcr lay. 
Which known,to make all ſure he (iraight contriyes 
To facrihce a thouſand harmlcts Lives, 

And kill the Myles, yea every one of them 
Which had been born in famous Bethlehem, 
From two years old or under, cvcr tince 

The late prediction of this hew-born Prince. 
Judging this way (tis like) might be the beſt 
To cut off him, unknown, amonglt the reli, 
W hich horrid Maſſacre he brought to pats, 
And one more bloody fure there never was : 
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It Circumſtances were but weighed well, 

Both what they were, and why that day they fell 
On the poor Babes 3 they no con;pathon have, 
But hurle them trom the Cradle to the Gravc, 
Theweeping Mothers rais'd a {wclling flood 
Oftheir own tcars.mixt with their Childrens blood; 
In every ſtrect arc hcard moſt difmal Cries, 

Be walling thole untimely Obſcquics : 

As had bcen Pro] hcthcd long, betore, 

By Racyel's moans, rctuling'to give ores 

She ſiphs, and wceps. and has no comfort ; ot, 
Becauſc her hopctul Children now are not. 

Great was the ſlaughter » yet their hopes were croſt, 
The precious Prey thcle raging Blood-hounds loft ; 
For th Prince of Peace had rotice of this thing, 
And fied to Egypt trom this wrathtul King 

And there remaining, graciouſly was tcd, 

until this Savage Murdcrer was dead. 

And when he heard what had that wretch bcfel, 
He hafincd back to'th Land of Tſrael, 

Butnews being, brovght of Archilaws's Raign, 
Soon tound it necdtul to remove ayain. 

So being warn'd of God, to Galzlee 

He turn'd aftde 3 and there at preſent we 

Shall Icave him, whiltt we may more tully hear 
The great delign of this his coming there. 

Some poſſibly may ſay, was't not ro make 
Unto himſclt a Kingdom, and {o make 

Himſelf Renowned, Great and very High, 

Above cach Prince and Earthly Monarchy ? 

: Was't 
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Chap. 3» The Soulpreingag ad, 27 
EWas't not to take the Crowns of every King, 
And all tkeir Glory to the Dult to bring, 
To ſet their Diadems on his own head, 
That {vo the Nations might be better Jed ? 
Was't not to take Revenge upon his Foes, 
And grind to Powder all that him oppoſe ? 
Was it not to commence his glorious Raign, 
That (o he mi; ht the pride of Nations {tain ? 
Herod, tislike, as you betore did hear, 
Such things might dream,and it mizht vainly fear : 
But wholly groundlefs : tor (alas) he came 
Not as a King, to puniſh, but a Lamb, 
To offer up infacritice his Lite, 
To put an end to all tormenting trite, : 
And only gain a poor, but long'd-for Wite, 
His ſole deſign, I told you, it was Love, 
"Twas that alone which brought him trom above, 
Theſe hard(hips, and thele pains to undergo, 
And many more, which yet we have to thow': 
{ For thelc are nothing, in compariſon 
Ofthole which mult be told e re we have done, 


Rs a. 


{ . He in thoſe parts had been bur thirty year, 

! Andlittle had he don that we can hear 

| About obtaining of the Creatures love, 
But gloriouſly-did then the matter more, 
Unto the Soul, who little did 1t mind, 

** For ſhe( alas ) was otherwiſe inclind: 

For the Elack King that had ufurp'd that Land, 

An Il} ſhapt Battard had, of proud command, 

V hom. 
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Whom having dreſt upin a much Gallantry, 
He did appear fo pleafant in her Eye, 

That he before had heraffetions won, 

And in her heart cltabliſhed his Throne ; 
Though he defign'd no Icfs than to betray 
And murder her in an infidious way : 

Of which the filly Soul was not aware, 

But fondly blipd could not difccrn the ſnare, 
Too like alas )) tro many now a dayes, 
Whom fawning, words and flattery betrays, 
This Imp of Dariencts, and hirii-born of Hcl! 


Transtorm'd by Witchcratr, and a curſed Spcll, 


Like a brisk gawdy Gallant now appears, 


And ftill talſc locks,and borrowed Garmcnts wears: © 


Then boldly fects upon hcr, and with lirong 
And ſweet lip'd Rhetorick of a Courtly rongue 1 
Salutes her Ears, and doth cach way diſcover 
The Amorous Language ot a wanton Lover, 
He (miles, hc coycs, and now and then lets fly 
Impcrious glances trom his Julttul Lycz 
Agorns hcr Oricnt Neck with Pearly charms, 


Ard with rich Bracc lets decks hcr Ivory Arms - 


Boaſts the extent ot his Ityperial Power, 

And offers Wealth and worldly plcafurc to her. 
Jocund he ſeem'd, and tull of ſprightly Mirth, 
And the poor Soul never inquir'd his Birth, 
She lik*d his Face, but drcam t not of thc Dart 
Wherewith he waited to transhx her Heart, 
Therc 1s no toe to fuch a Dalilaw, 

As pre:cnds love, yet ready is to draw 
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he Poyſonous Spear, and with a treacherous kiſs 
Bercaves theSoul of everlaliing Bliſs. 

Mt you wouldknow this treacherous Monſter's name 
| As you before have hcard trom whence he came) 

Tis he bywhom thoufands deceiv'd have bin, 
cav'ns toc, and Satan's curſed Off-ſpring, SIN, 

\ violatcr of all Rightcous Laws, 
ZAnd one that till to all Uncleanefs draws 3 
ZAuthor ot Whored omes, Ferjurics, Diſorders, 
Z Thetrs, Rapines, Blood, Idolatries, and Murders. 
ZFrom whom all Plagues, and all Diſeaſes flow! 
Z And Death it (elt fo him his beng doth ow, 
* This Montter of Pollution, the undone 
2 Poor Soul too long had, been enamour'd on 3 
7 And by the Cratt his Sirc Apoliyon lent, 
> Doubtcd not to obtain her tull Conſent. 
* But when Apollyon faw this Prince of Peace, 
; His wrathfull ſpight againit him did encreale : 
So brave a Rival he could not endure, 

$ T Bur fought all nieans his Ruine to procure. 
| Shall 1, (aith he, thus loſe my hop'd-tor prey, 

, See my Detjgns all blaſted in one day, 

Which I have carried on trom Age to Age, 

} With deepelt Policy, and t.ercelt Rage ? 

; My utmolt Stratagems I firlt will try, 

! Andrathcr on the very Spot lle dye. 

Thus Hellithly. rcfolv'd, he does prepare 
Straight to commence the bold and Impious hey 
An 
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Ard now theſharp Encounter does begin 
A Fight ſo fierce no eye had evet (cen, 

Nox thall hereatter cre bchold agen. k, 

But firli be pleas'd totake a proſpe& here. 

Ot the two Combatants as they appear : 

The thi a Parton of .Ceiliſtial Race, 

Lovely his ſhape, incttable his Face 3 ; 
Thetrown with which he {truck the tremblingFiend 
All ſmiles ot humanc Beauty did tranſcend : 

His head's with Glory arni'd, and his fizxony, hand 
No power ot Earth or Hcll can long withttand. 
He hcads the mighty Holts in Heav'n above, 

And all on Earth, who do Fehovah love, 
HisCamip s lo great, they many millions arc, 
With whom ro one tur Courage may compare, 
Thcy ae all choſen mcn, and cloath'd in white, 
Ah ! to bchold them, whata lovely tight 

Is it ! And yet more grave and lovely tar 

To joyn and make one in this Holy War. 

The other wasa King oft Courage bold, 
But very grim and ghalily to behold 3 

Great was his powcr,yet his garb did ſhow 

Sad Symptoms of a tormer overthrow : 

But 1 ow recruited with a nume rous Train, 

Arm'd with diſpair, he terrptshis tate again, 
Under his Banner the black Regiments hight, 

And all the Wicked Troops which hate the light : | 
His Volunticrs are {prcad from North to South, 
And flaming Sulphur belches trom his Mouth, | 

Suck 
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Such was the grand Importance of their fight, 
It did all cycson Earth and Heaven invite 

To be ſpcCators, and attention lend : 

So much did nc'rc on any Field depend ; 

No not Pharſaliz's Plains, where Ceſar fought, 
And the Worlds Empire at one conqueſt caught, 
Alas, the Ifſuc of that famous Fray, 

May not compare with this more fatal Day. 


ok 


na & Should the Black monſtrous Tyrant Prince prevail, 
The Hearts and hopes of all man-kind mutt fail: 
But above all, ſhe whocaus'd their contett 
Would be morc miſerable than all the relt 
Shee, ſhe, poor ſoul! tor ever were undone, 
And never would have help trom any one 3 : 
Twas tor Herſake alone the War begun, 

Some fabulgus Writers tell a wonderous ſtory, 

And give I know not what St. George the Glory 
Ot reſcuing, bravely a diſtreſſed Maid 
From a lirange Dragon, by his Generous aid. 
This Iam furcour blufitd Captain tought 
With a herce Dragon, and Salvation wrought 
For hcr, who <|lfec nad been devoured quite 

$ By that Old Serpents ſubtility and fpight, 

& But now tis.ttme their Combate to diſplay 
Bchold the Warxicrs ready in Array. 

my Apoliyon well fior'd with crafty wit ; 
L ong, time had waitcd tor a ſealon fit, b 
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That to he might ſome great advantage get. 
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And knowing well the Prince of Light had faſted 
Ful forty days, then preſently he hatted 

To give him Battle, and a Challenge makes, 
Which no leſs cheertully Chriſt undertakes, 

The King of Darkneſs the hrlt onſet gave, 
Thinking his toc to ſtartle,. or out-brave, 

He flung at him a very cruel Dart, 

And aym'd to hit him jult upon the Heart. 

He'd have him doubt or qucition,if twere fo ? 
*Whether hc were the Son of God or no? * 

Pat the blcſt Lord did uſc his Sword ſo well, 
That down the others weapons ſiraight way fell : 
It made him reel, and forc'd him back to ſtand, 
And beat his Lance at once out of his hand. 

At which this diſappointed wrathful King 
Doth gnaſh his threatning recth,and ſhews his ſting; 

Is mad and foams, and fain the Dog would bite: BF 
He ſwells like to a Toad, enough to fright 

A mortal man, on him to caſt an cyc 

And then breaks out with fad and hidcous cry. 
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Apollyon King of Darkneſs. 


Shall T be foiled thus ? or thus give o're, 
Whom never any could yet ſtand betore ? 
Have not the Mighty fallen by my hand, 
Enforc'd to yeild to me in every Land ? 
Whole ? Kingdoms (Str) have trucled to my pow'r : 
It once I'm moy'd, Millions I can deyour. : 
Nay 
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1 {iay, with one firoke, thou very well doft know, 
all the World at once did overthrow. 

y very Name is frighttul unto all, 

Vho trembling fly, it I upon them fall. 

y voyce is like unto a mighty Thunder , 
nd with a word I keep the Nations under. 

See how they faint, and ſhrink, and ſhreek for'fear; 
tot my coming once they do but hear: , 
hey quiver all, and like a Leaf do ſhake, 

\nd dare not ſtand whenlI approaches make.” 
Belides all this, much more have to boak : 
Vhich of the Champions of thy Earthly Hoft 
ave I not overcome, and put to flight ? 

(one ever able were with me to tight. 
ab that Servant (Holy Juſt ) ot chine, 

g; did o'recome by*th juce of his own Vine + 

\nd Rightcous Lot I next may reckon up, 

\ Trophy unto my victorious Cup, 

Vhcreby he into Inceſt tell two Times : 

\nd theſe thou know'lt are no Interiour Crimes; 
hy Zacob too, though he could wreltle well, 
cr by my Arm moſt grievoully he tell : 

\nd fo likewiſe did his moſt Zealous Mother : 

y Lics I made him to ſupplant his Brother. 
oſeph tor thee, although he was 'lincere, 

I quickly taught by Pharoab's Life to (wear. 

\nd Judah, trom whole Loins thou dolt proceed, 

; : Þ worlied much, do but the Story read. 

_ Wiſes himfelt, thy Captain Generall, 
iy Dy me recciv'd a (hrew'd and diſmal fall, 

/ D Although 
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Although ſo meck , when Idid him engage, 
I mov'd him into paſſion and great rage, 
By wh ch I did {o vex his troubPd mind. 

That he couldi not the Land of Promilc tind. 
Sampſon was very lirong, I know, yet he 

Was overcome by Dalilah and me. 

And David, though a King, and moſt devour, 
Sutiain d by mealmoti a total Rout 3 

Although he flew a Lyon, and a Bear, 

And my Goli4h likewiſe would not (pare, 

But with his fling that Champion did deltroy, 
Who did the |Camp of Jſrael annoy : 

For all theſe mighty Acts, when once I came 

To try his lixength, I brought him unto ſhame : 
The people numbred, and his God torſakens | 
By Adult'ry and Murder over-taken. 

And Solomon, a mighty King, and wile, 

Did I by force and lubtilety furprizes 

Fplanted tor him ſuch a curious Net, 

Asſoon Intangled his unwary tet 3 
StrangeWomens charms withdrew his heart from thc! 
To doting Lult, and curs'd Idolatric. 

The time wauld tail me, ſhould I number all 
Thc Noble Worthies, I have caus 'd to tall. 
Ne re any yet upon the Earth did dwell, 

But by wy conquering {word they vanguiſht fcll, 
And thinkiti thou, Man, that I to thee will yicld, 
When fictht with Victories, baſcly quit the Ficld, 
Mittake not thus, Ile have che othcr blow, 

I want no {trength nor Courage thou ſhalt know. 

Prinze 
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| Long fince thy utter Downtal did prelage, 


| *Tis#or their ſakes that forth my wrath is ſpread 3 
* Thou bruizdjt their Heels, but Twill bruiſe thy Head. 


| And (ce if thou cant me fo quickly rout, 


Chap. 3+ The Gloriows Barrel. 35 


Prince of Light. 
Thy pride, Apollyon, and thy Helliſh Rage, 


Vain arc thy Boaſts, theſe Rants no good will doe, 
I know thou art a cowardly bragging Foe. 
Forbcar with Lics my Servants to condemn, 
'Twere only foils, not falls, thou gavelt theme 
Lurking in Secret, thou didit treacherouſly 

At unawares ſometimes upon them fly 3 

But rallying ſtraight they did renew the Fight, 
Quencht all thy Darts, and ſoon put thee to flight x 
And now beyond thy rcach, in full xenown, 

For their reward,cnjoy an endleſs Crown, 

And though on ſome thou haſt prevail'd too far, 
With me thou art unable to wage War. 


Apollyon. 
Stop there Ipray, let's try the other Bout, 
I am rcfolv'd my utmolt torce to try, 
For all my hopes I find at Sake do ly : 
E te Ile be batfled thus, and lofe my Prey, 
Upon thy back ill ſharper Strokes V'lc kay, : 


D 2 
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36 The Glorious Battel, Book I, 


Prince of Light. 


What is the Cauſe thouart fo furious now, 
And thus on medoft bend thy Brazen brow ? 
What is thy tear ?. why doſt thou rage? or why 
Doft tremble thus, and look fo gaſhtully ? 

Why doth thy fading Colour come and go ? 
Speak, Hellith Fiend ! what I command thee, do. 


Apollyon, 


Great Reaſons for't; I partly underſtand 
The £anſe why thou art come into this Land : 
And hdving found what thy intentions are, 
Necds muſt the {are me territy and ſeare.- 

I dopcreeive what did thee chiefly move 
To leave the Glory which thou hadiſt above 3 
*T was love that thou' $idt to a Creature bear, 
Whith' unto me trr truth is'very dear 3 

And I will make my glilicring Spear to bend, 
E're I tothee in this will condeſcend 3 
Before I will her loſe, Ile tear and. roar, 

And all Infernal Pow'rs 1 will Implore, 

That I Atltftance of them may obtain, 
Againit a Foe I doſo much diſdain, 


Prince 
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Chap. 3. The Glorious Battel. 37 


Prince of Light. 


But why ſhould this ſtir up thy helliſh rage, 

2 If I in love am moved to engage 

The precious Soul, and her betroth to me, 
What wrong can that (vile monſter) do to thee ? 
Thy horrid pride hath wrought thy overthrow, 
* And thou wouldſt fain have her be damned too, 


« © But know this Match in Heav'n's made,& thy hand 


* Can not prevent nor break this Sacred Band, 
Apollyon, 


* CShe's preingag'd to one, whom Ido Love, 
* AndI concern'd am) for *twas I did move 
| The queſtion to her, did firſt the Contract make, 
| And I'mrefolv'd ſhe never ſhall it break, 
* The party too is my own offspring dear, 
| And I to him moſt true Aﬀections bear ; 
* And rcaſon there is for't, *twas he alone 
| Founded my Kingdom, and fiſt rais'd my Throne, 
"Tis he who every where dothfor me ſtand, 
| Yea and maintains my Cauſe in every Land. 
My Subjects he brings in both great and fmall ; 
Without his Aid fogn would my Kingdom tall. 
And it this contract ſhould be broke, I ſee 
But little Service more can he do me. 
lame me not therefore, if I grow inrag'd, 
And thus in furious battel am engag'd, 
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Prince of Light. 


Thou canſt not hide from me thy curſi deſign, 
Moſt horrid hatred is that love of thine. 
Thou ſeek'*ſi her life, her blood,nought elſe will do 
Bnt hcr moſt deſperate final overthrow. 
Tlikewiſe fee how the ſad game is laid, 
How the by treachcrous Loves to Sin's betraid ; 
But I that League reſolve to break aſunder, 
Diflolve your Charms,& quickly bring thee _ 


E © Although I know thou art a Son of Thunder. 
 Tcſpoyl allyour deſigns, and make appear 


That only I that Soul do love moft dear, 

Ple ſpill my deareſt blood upon the Ground, 
But your Infernal Plots I will contound. 

T am her friend, and will ſo taithtul prÞve, 
That all ſhall ſay I'm worthy of her love, 
My Lite is in my hand. I le lay it down 
E'reſhe ſhall miſs of the Eternal Crown. 


Bring her into the ſame eternal wo : 

But know.,vile Ficnd,'tis morc than thou canli do, 
Unleſs thou can'ſt this day prevail o're mc, 
Thoſe dreadtul Torments {hc thall never cc. 


Thou damned art, and wouldit (I fully know) 6 | 


' At this Apollyon's parched Lips did quiver, 
Theſe words, like darts,firuck through his heart and 
He gnaw'd his very tongue tor pain and wo, (liver, 
Ard liarr;pt,and foam'd,and kncw 1.0t what _ 
l 
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Chap.'3. Apollyon worſt d, 39 
Till ere a while; like to a Lyon bold, 

Upon his Spear he furiouſly takes hold, 

And doth the ſecond. time the Lord cngape, 

With greater violence and hercer rage. 

As when loud Thunder roars,and rends the Skie, 
Or murderiny, Cannons let their Bullets | fly : 

So did he cauſe as *twere the Earth to quike, 


When he at him the ſecond time did make; 


And by the torce of his permitted power, 
Snatches him up, as it he would devour 


Him, like the prey which hungry Lyons cat 

E But not prevailing, down he did himet 

Upon a Pinacle *oth Temple high, 

| And then again upon him does let fly : 

| But tinding he no hurt to him could do, 

| He (trives hum headlong down trom thence to throw 


Pretending, it he were fo ercat an one, 

His foot could not be datht again't a Stone. 

But then our Prince did draw his Sword again, 
Not doubting in the leati hc thould obtain 


. Another victory againlt this toc 3 


And did indeed give him fo great a blow, 
That he tell down, being torcecd to give orz, 
And thamctully retrcatcd, as betore, 


Now would one think the Battcl quite were done, 
And time tor the black Prince away to run : 
But hexcviv'd, and did treſh Courage take ; 
Asmcn would do, when ail doth ly at ſtake, 

D 4 


40 The Glorious Battel. Book,T, 
And a third Battel was refolv'd to ſee, 

What cre the fatal Conſequence might be. 
Apollyon now to his laſt ſhitt was driven, 
Almotlt of all his Magazine bereaven. 

But one poor Weapon more he had to try 3 

It worlicd there, reſolved was to fly. 

And here indeed God ſuffer'd him once more 
To take him up, as he had done before. 
Ah! twas a fight moſt diſmal to behold, 
What toc was ere thus impudently bold ! 
That ſo was bafled, forced to retreat, 

And found his Enemie too wiſe and great 

A thouſand times for him, yet would efſay 
By torce of Arms to carry him away. 

Don't Heaven and Earth,and all amazcd ſtand 
To fcc the Prince of Light in Satan's hand, 
Or rathcr in his Arms carry'd on high, 

As it he would have kill'd him ſecretly 3 

But on a mighty Mountain him he ſer, 
Hoping he might ſome great advantage get 3 
A cunning Stratagem he did deviſe, 
Thinking thereby our Saviour to ſurprize, 
And him *orecome by ſubtile Policy, 

And that was to preſent unto his Eye 

The Glory of this World, the only Snare 

By which poor Mortals often ruin'd arc. 

This Hclliſh Prince is tull of Cratt and Wiles, 
And with's inventions all the World beguiles, 
From him the Politick Achitophel, 

And our more modern tamous Machiavel, 


With 
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Chap. 3- Apollyon's Policy. 4r 
With other States-men learn't their puzling Arts 
To plague the World, that Science he imparts, c 
To imbroil Nat'jons, and cheat honeſt Hearts, 

Sly Stratagems in War, molt wiſe men know 
Have oft prevail'd, where Force no good could do, 
The Walls ſometimes of Caſtles down do tall, | 
When r'ere a Bullet hath been ſhot at all, 

Unleſs diſcharged trom a Silver Gunz 

Thouſands alas !) this way have been undone. 
Strong Citties Gates (we know) have open'd been 
With Golden Keycs, and Encmies let in, 

{ Which force nor {irength could ne're have made to. 
Nor bcen broke down by hercelt Battery, (fly, 
. The Maxime*s true, which frequently weread, 
That Policy doth very far exceed 

The Strength and pow'r of great & haughty Kings; 
And to ſubjeCtion mighty Nations brings, 

But all the Strength, nor Craft, nor power cither, 
Which Satan hath with all his hends together, 
Could with this Glorious Lord prevail i th leaf, 
Who hath the ſtrength of Heaven to afhiſt, 

And was himſclt Omnipotent in power : 

Doth Satan think he can a God devour ? 

Can tading Glories of vile Earth intice, 

Or brcak his purpoſe off, when Paradiſc 

Could not upon him any Influence have, 

To turn his love trom her he came to fave ? 


How ſoon deep Policy is overthrown, 
And cratty fraud to fooliſh madneſs come! 


Arc 


2 . Apollyon's Pride. Book T, 
Art thou, Apollyon, ſuch a wretched Sot ? 
Haſt thou no other Bait, nor weapon got ? . 
Is this thy wit, and can'lt thou do no more 
Than give him that which was his owa betorc ? 
How prodigal thou ſecm'lſt ? wilt thou beltow 
At once on him all Kingdomes here below ? ; 
What then will all thy flattered Subjects do ? 
It thus thou raſhly giv'{t them all away , 
What wilt thou do thy (clt another day ? 
What! is poor Sou! worth more than all the world? 
Thar all thou halt ſhall thus away be hurld, 
Rather then thou of Sol! would'|t be bereav'd ? 
*Tis time for her to (ce the ben't deceiv'd., 
What! all the Kingdoms of the world ! Pray who 
Did give them all, or any unto you ? 
Ah! what a Traytor's here! Ist not a ſhame 
Bc torc thy Sovcraign*s tace to make a Claim 
Unto theſe Kingdoms, where thou haſt no right ? 
Thou know 'tt they do belong to'th Prince ot light. 
Thine it thou call'it them, 'tis by Ufurpation, 
No other right hatt thou to any Nation, 

But we diſcourſe too long : bchold a light, 
Apollyon rallies all his ſcattered might. 
Now nothing cl{c thana full Conquett will 
The hauphty Wretch his wild Ambition fill, 
How tain would he Majcſtick Steps have trod, 
And wor{hip'd be, nay worthip'd by a God ? 
But the wiſe Prince of Light doth liraight advancc 
To chcck his bold and vain Extravagance, 

Declarcs 


hap.3- . Apilhon routed, ' 43 
Declares his pow'r, and ſhakes the awfull Rod 
Thos ſhalt not{ what? )tempt(who ? ) the Lor4 thy God ? 
his well-plac'd (troak did Satan quite contound 3 
e cannot liay, yet's loth to quit the ground. 


But (ceing that he needs mult now be gone 3 
Looks back, and grins, and howling,thus goes on. 


A pal lyon, 


Although find thou art for me too ſtrong, 
Yet le revenged be, tor all the wrong 
| have ſultain'd, cither on thee or thine 3 
For which the powers of Hell (hall all combine, 
T* engage thee in another fort of Fight, 
Although at preſent I am bafled quite, 
Morcover, this I turther have to ſay, 
$0 long as thoudoſt in this Country tiay, 
Be ſurc of troublcs| thou ſhalt have thy nll, 
Pie ſett my Servants on thee, and they will, 
By help trom mc, add ſorrows to thy dayes, 
Strew all thy Vaths with Thorns,and croſs thy ways, 
I Ic render thee as odious as I can, 
That thou maylt be diſown d by every man; 
What I, and all Internal Powers can do, 
To make thee miifcrable, or o rethrow 
The grcat Dclign,which thou art come about, 
We arc rclolved now to work it out. 
And though thou think(i this Soxl tor to obtain, 
T tcl] thee now I have her in my Chain 3 


And 


44 Apollyon vanquiſh'd, Book I. 
And doubt not but I there ſhall hold her falt, 

Till tired out, thy love be over-paſt. 

Nay let me tell thee further in thine Ear, 

She unto thee doth perfe&t hatred bear : 

Thee, nor thy Portion doth ſhe like at all, 
Although for her thou Coſt thy ſelf inthrall, 

And into Troubles and afflictions bring : 

What wiſe man ever would do ſuch a thing ? 
What love, where thou no love art like to have, 
Tho thou the ſame a thouſand times ſhouldſt Crave? 
If this proves not moſt true, then me you ſhall 
The Father of Lies hereatter Julily call. 

Boaſt not this Conquelt, though I go my way, 

T'le meet the better Arm'd another day. 

A hideous Clapy of Thunder then was heard, 

And ſirejght the curſed Spirit diſappeard, 


Sh 
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CHAP, II. 


Shewing what joy there was in Heaven amongſt the An- 
gels, upon the great Victory obtained over the black, 
King. Shewing alſo bow affeionately in a ſweet 
heavenly manner, the Prince of light after this ſaluted 
> the Soul be came to ſave, for whoſe ſake he bad 
| paſſed throw all theſe ſorrows. And how the ungrate- 
ful blind & deluded wretch ſlighted and diſpiſed bim 
in her Heart 3 chooſing rather to hearken to, and fide 
withApollyon, King of Darkneſs,and to entertain the 
Monſter of pollution, ſenſual Luſts, than to become 
a Spouſe to ſoglorious a Prince; pretending ſhe knew 
bim not, neither would ſhe believe be was the ſon of 
God, the bleſſed and eternal Potemate , demanding 
ſigns of bim, | Shewing upon this what firange and 
wonderful Miracles he wrought amongſt the people, 
who notwithſtanding all vent about to kill bim. And 
how he was fore d to fly from one Cotntry to another, 
to preſerve his life. And what hardſhips and difficul- 
ties he paſſed through , for love be bore to the poor 


Creature. 


N* ſooner had this Overthrow been given, 

But Troops of Angels did deſcend trom Hea-" 
Unto this Prince with great Congratulation, (ven, 
Ycilding to him all humble Adoration. 

Ah 
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46 Chriſt's Invitation, Book 1. 


Ah! how the glorious Seraphims did ling, 
Bringing freſh Baycs ot Triumph to their King, 
They come to {crve him, as was juſt and right, 
Becauſe his En'emy he hath put to flight. 

Let Heaven rcjoycc, and Earth rcſound his praiſe, 
For victory or ce him, who did always 

Diſturbthe Earth,and whom none could withſtand; 
Such was his ſtrength and force in ev'ry Land. 
Now might onc hope the Prince trom troublc's treed 
And quickly will in his Afairs ſucceed, 

Whercin he hath ſuch great obliructions met, 

Since firſt his tcet upon the Earth were (ct. 
Kindly he now doth the poor Soul f(alute, 

And with ſuch fervency begins his ſuit 

And in ſuch fort he did himfclt declarc 

That none in Woing could with him compare. 
No Orator on Earth like him could ſpeak, + 

So powertully, and {weet enough to break 

And melt a breaſt of Steel, or heart of Stone, 

K well his words be wcigh'd and thought upon. 

He to this purpoſe doth falute her Ears 

Some times with fighs,fomctumcs with bitter tears. 


Prince of Light, 


Look unto me, dcar Soul! behold tis L, 
Who lov'd thee deeply trom Eternity 3 
Who at at thy doors do ttand, oh let me in, 
And do not harkcn to that Monlicr, SIN, 
Refuſe 
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Chap. 4. Am offer of Love. 47 
Refuſe me not, becauſe my thonghts deſcend 
Blow themſelves, ſo tar to recommend 

My deareſt Love to thee although that 

No Beauty can atall in thee efpy : 
I love not as your Earthly Lovers doe; 

'Tis Beauty that engages them to woo, . 

Or the great Portion, or the Vertuous mind :; 
Therc's none of theſe in thee that Ican hind. 
Yet my Aﬀections burn, and Love's ſo much, 
No mortal ever did experience ſuch. 

Why doſt thou frown? Ah doth thy hardned Brow, 
Not made at hrit to wrinkle, wrinkle now ? 

I am a Perſon of no mean Degree, 

Although my heart is fixt and fet on thee. 

My Fathcr, who hath ſent me, is moſt highz 
He rules above, and all beneath the Sky. 

All Kingdoms of this World they are his own, 
Whether inhabited, or yet unknown. 

To this great Monarch ( Sov! ) Jam moſt dear, 
What cre he has is mine, I am his Heir, 

His choice Delight, his Joy, and only Son, 
Morcover, He aad I am only one, 

My Fatherijis in. me, in him am, 

And was with him trom al! Eternity, 

There's many Manſions in his Houſe, and there 
Ot all Delight thou (hale enjoy thy ſhare. 

Vle raiſe thee unto Honour and Renown) 

And arch thy Temples with a radiant Crown? 
In Robes of State Fle clothe thee every day, 
All glorious within ſhall thy Array 
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Be wrought of fineſt needle-work fo bright, 
As ſhall tranſcend and dazle mortals fight. 
Then clear thine Eyes, and puritie thy Mind, 

- Accept my Love, and to thy (felt be kind, 
All theſe Advantages thou ſure ſhalt find, ; 
But oh! ſuch ſtubborn dulnc(s who can bear ? 
This Sox ſcem'd not to mind, or lend an Eare > 
To any thing the Lord did thus declare ; 
But lay like one a fleepor rather dead, 
Being by other Lovers falſcly led. 
She rather entertains him with a {coft, 
And frames ſlight Anſwers tor to put him off ; 
Would rfot believe hc was of ſuch deſcent 3 
His ſighs, nor Tears, could move her to relent, 
But joyns in League with other bitter Foes, 
Who did contemptuoully his Grace oppsele. 
Signes they demand, and tokens to be given, 
To make it known that he was ſent trom Heaven- 
He graciouſly to this did condeſcend, 
That from Reproack he might himſclt defend, 
To manifeſt he no Decciver was, 
Strange things in light ot all he brought to pals; 
The Miracles he wrought did all amaze, 
And hizhett wonder in the People railc. 
The Lame and Impotent he made to walk, 
The Blind hc caus'd ro ice, the Dumb to talk 3 
Nay, ſuch as were bora blind, he made tofſce 3 
Which never any did, nor could, but he: 
His Love was ſuch, he daily went about 
To tind the Sick, and the Dilireſied out, . 
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All kind of fad Diſeaſes he did heal; 

No Friend like him 'unto the Common-weal. 

The Feaver, Phrenſy, and the Leproſy, 

Were all remov'd by him moſt ſpeedily 

Yea, Bloody-fluxes too by him were cur'd, 

When all the DoRors could no help afford : 

Though all they had were on Phyſicians ſpent, 

Yet whole by him they all were gratis ſent, 

'Twas meer Compallion,Bowels, and ſweet Love, 
And not Reward, did this Phyſician move. 

By theſe bleſs'd deeds he ſoon obtain'd a Name, 
And all the Country Eccho'd with his Fame 

$0 that vaſt multitudes did daily croud 

Attcr Him, and implore his Help aloud, 

Poor wretches who with Devils were poſſeſt; 

And ſorely griev'd, could fee no hopes of reſt, 
Were all deliver'd by his mighty Hand. 

Such Pow'r had he Hell's power to Command, 
That it he (aid, Satan, come ont, (traight-way 

He forced was this Prince tor to obcy, 

Thus as with (mallcit conch he heal'd their Evils, 
He with a word caſt ozt the toulett Devils, 

Nay, more than this, that he might quite remove 
All doubts trom her he did fo dearly love, 

That the might know he power had to lave, 

He rais'd the dead to Life, though in the Grave 

The Corps had byricd been tull four days; 

This very thing mult necds his Glory raiſe. 

He ftill went; on, and -more ftrange things did do, 
Though very tew to him did kindneſs ſhow. F 
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( 
Is it not plain he can do what he lift, : 
Who holds the migaty Winds as in his hiſt ? X 
He that gave bounds unto the Sea and Land, x 
What is not in his Powet to command ? y 
He that doth ſuck the Clouds out of the Seas, p 
And makes them tall 2gain where e'rc he pleaſe 3 1 
He that doth brake th* amazing Thunder- Crack, 1 
And bid the raging trighttul Seas go back 3 1 
That doth the dreadtul angry Ocean fill, T 
And call Heavn's Meteors to obey his Will; A 
That counts the Sands,and doth the Stars ſurvey, A 
And Hills and Mountains in a Pallance weigh G 
No other Name tor him can be Athign'd, A 
But God moſt high, Jehovah uncontin'd. 7 
The precious Name, which to this rince is given, Þ , 
Shews who he 15 3 he's call 'd The Lord from Heaven, oy 
Another Title doth the ſame expreſs T 
He is Jehovah, our Righteouſneſs, Te 
Do not his Works, and his molt glorious Name, ” 
His bleſſed Nature unto all proclaim ? Y 
Shall not the Soul this gracious Lord receive ? Þ. 
Who worketh Wondcrs, that the may believe. % 
Sure it the Soul did doubt of his deſcent, "i 
Shc now has cauſe with forrow to repent. T! 
The vilelt Atheiſt it might fatishic, W 
Touching his glorious Birth and Dignity 3 P. 
Lut notwithlianding this thoſe Evil men T 
In molt baſe fort did this great Prinec contemn : A 
Him impiouſly thcy grand Impotltor call, T 
And with toul Blaſphcmitcs upon him tall, A: 
Thouvg! A; 
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Though in his life there was no ſtain nor ſpot, 

Yet they would needs his Converſation blot ; 

Behold, (aid they, a perſon gluttonous ! 

You ſeldom read of any charged thus. 

But that's not all, Drunkenneſs next did they 

Unto the charge of this Jult Perfon lay. 

They did him often a Wine-bibber call, 

That odious they might render him to all. 

His holy DoEtrine too they did defpile, 

And horrid things on that Account devile, 

As it he taught all men tg violate 

God's holy Law, and thereby tolerate 

All kind of fin, pollution, and offence 

Though of the Law he had ſuch reverence, 

As none had more, anddaily ſhew'd his Love 

Unto the ſame, in ſtriving to remove 

Thoſe falſe and evil Gloſſes, whereby they 

Its purer ſpiritual part had thrown away. 

| His Company and Country they upbraid, 

Yea, and the Education which he had. 

But that which may all perſons moſt amaze, 

Was thoſe Reports which they of him did raile, 

As if that he ſome curs'd Familiar had. 

They cry, he hath a Devil, and is mad : 

When he the unclean ſpirits does caſt out, 

By th' Prince of Devils he brings it about 3 

Thoſe firange. and wondrous things we fee are 

Are all perform'd by Belzebzh alone. ( done, 

Thus did Apollyon ſhew his hellith ſpight, 4 

x And them to coyn Black-flanders {till invite, 

"UF Againſt this glorious m_ ot Peace and Light. , 
2 - oa 4 
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But though they did blaſpheme,and him diſdain; 
He bore it all, reviling not again 
But (till retains his kindneſs, hopes to find 
The Soul hereafter in a better mind. 
For now he ſaw ſhe was of ſenſe bereav'd, 
And by thc Devil grievouſly decciv'd. 
But oh! conlider what a Lover's here, 
Who all theſe oft-repcated wrongs would bear, 
And not be gonein fury and diſdain, 
Leaving her ſubje& to Etcrnal pain. 
To ſuffer thus in's Perſon, and his Name, 
And undergo all this Reproach and Shame, 
And yct continue conltant in his Love, 
This trom her breaſt might (ure all ſcruple move 3 
Nor was this all, for {till he's toſt about, 
And Malice daily tinds new projccts out, 
How to torment and grieve his tender heart, 
Yet nothing could trom her his kindneſs part. 
They now with lic temptations on him ſet, 
To draw him in, and ſome Advantage get. 
This with kind Anger curled his bleſt Blood, 
To fee how ſtoutly they withſtood their good. 
Tr fill'd his FIcart with ſorrow, made him grieve, 


They ſo hard-hcarted were not to believe 3 C 
Tho he molt miy hty works among, them wrought, V 
Yet to enſnare him they occaſions ſought. C 
Their tempting him, I find did grieve him more, V 
Than all the vile Aﬀronts he met betorc. 2 


Here might I ſtop, to reaſon with the Fews, 
* Who him dcny, and flight the Goſpel news. = 
ay 
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May not his Miracles convince ygu quite, 

He was the trae Mcthas, Prince #Light ; 

How dare you to deny matter of Fact, 

That he thoſe great and mighty things did a& ? 
For they were not in private Corncrs done, 

Put betore all, in open face *oth Sun, 

Your Fathers might with caſc laid o'pe the chear, 
Shame the Impotiure, ard the plot detcar, 

It any grounds they had tor to decry, 

The Man himſelf, or his firange works deny, 
Belides ( you know ) Foſepbus he doth own, 
There was at that fame time fuch 2 bleſt One, 

And tor him had fo great a vencration, 

That thus I find of him he makes Relation : 

In the time of Tibcrius's Reign ( ſaith he ) 

One FESUS lid, a Min ( if't lawful be 

To call him ſo ) for He ftrange things did do, 

Yez mighty Miracles--- This Records thow. ' 

But you perhaps in your foretathers ſtead, Q 
Are apt to think he by the Devil did (EY 
Thoſe grcat and wondrous things of which we : 
Now this is ſo abſurd, ridiculous, 

And vain, tis firange men ſhould be cheared thus , 
Can any think the God o'th Univerſe 

it, | Would be untaithtul, as to change the courſe 

Ot Nature, mcerly to affcrt a Lye? 

What Odium here is thrown on's Majceſiy | 

Could Satan all theſe real Wonders do, 

He all Religion quickly might o're-throw ; 
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The fouleſt Errors make the world believe 
And him for the Mic God men would receive. 
This 15 to ſet the Devil in God's place, 
And bring the Holy One into Diſgrace 3 
T” aſcribe his glorious Attributes to one 
That tain would be exalted in the Throne. 
V hat Help or Touchltone then can Mortals have, 
Their precious Souls from Satan's wiles to fave, 
Tf real Miracles perform he can ? 
This too would thow Ged mindleſs were of Man : 

' And Moſes who in Egypt Wonders wrought, 
Might into Shame and great contempt be brought; 
It this once granted be, which you would have, 
Moſes ot old your Fathers might deccive, 
Why might not he by th* Devil's power do 
1hoſe mighty Miracles, which Scriptures Show 
He wrought in Egypt, and at the Red-Sea? 
Againſt your Law 'twould be as {irong a plca, £ 
Ard thus both Teliaments *twould throw away. 
To the Magicians could the Devil have given 
Such power as Moſes had recciv'd from Heaven, 
He would ſuch cqual works have made appear 3 
None ſhould have cry'd, The finger of God is bere. 
But now as Moſes did this way contutc 

. His faithlcfs focs, who did with him diſpute, 
By greatcr decds, and all their Arts o're-throw, 
The ſclf-fame thing did FE SUS allo do. 
The ſtronpcit Arguments he then did ule, 
For to convince the unbelicving, Fervs, 
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Were the great Signs &wonders which he wrought, 

And did this way rcfcll what ere they thought, 

Againſt his Pcrfon, or his Doctrine cither , 

And they thereby were hlenc'd all roverher : 

My works, faith he, to me do witneſs give, 

And for their ſake you ongh4 me to believe. 

For if that I ſach mighty works do nt do, 

Ar none ere did or can pretend wnto, 

Believe me not : but if they witneſs give, 

How unex-uſable then will they you leave ? 

He alſo had a witncfs trom Great Fohn, 

Pclides his works which were divincly done ; 

And God himfelt trom Heaven witneſs bore, 

& ercat a-Witneſs ne*'re was heard before, 

The written Word likewiſerhis Trath did tell, 

It they the ſame would have contider'd well : 

And therctore ſearch the Seriptzres, Sirs. faith he. 

For they are thoſe which teſtifie of me, : 

Thus every way you fee the proofs are plain, 

He was the true Mctilias you have flain; 

Fhcretore repent you unbelieving, Fews 3 

With taincd ſcandals longer don't abuſe 

Your bleſſed Lord, nor 's Golpel more refuſe, 
The dangerous troubles of the Prexce of Light, 

The ſcandals that he met with, and the ſpight 

The hatred by that Sox! unto him ſhown, 

\\ hom he detign'd the Confort of his Throne 

Her weak pretences for this cauſcle(s ſcorn, 

And with what wond'rous patience it-was born! 

: T4 How 
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How ſhe recciv'd him with a ſcornful Brow, 
We have in part {ct forth, and alſo how 

By mighty Signs and Wonders he did prove 
Both hisdivine Aſcent, and matchle(s Love. 
But now the Reader with attentive Ear, 
And longing mind, dcfires 'tis like, to hear \ 
How the poor blinded Soul behav'd her now : d 
Does (he not firaight unto his Scepter buw ? ; 
Doth the not yield, and readily conſent 
To cloſe with him, and heartily repent 
She ever did his precious Love abule, 
And ſuch a Proffer wiltully rctule ? 
He ample proot and witneſs now hath given, 
That he was ſent down to her out of Heaven | 
His Noble Birth, and Sovereign Dignity | 
Sure now the can't, nay dares not to deny : | 
What can (hc further ſay, I pray what more t 
Hath (he to urge, to keep him out o'th Door ? 

Or. has he Ictt her, and will come no more ? 

What Prince would evcr put up fo much wrong, 
Or wait vpon a ſtubborn Soul fo long ? 

Or who would ever make another tryal, 

That has fo often had ſuch flat denyal? 

Ah, no! he can't, his Love's fo great and (irong, 
Be hopes liill to obtain her Love e re long, 

Sce how with tcars and tighs, and mclting, heart, 
He woos, intreats, and doth his Love impart, 

A< one rclulv'd he'lno denial have : 

True Lovcrs, pres their ſuit £v'h to the Grave, 


Prince 
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Prince of Light, 


Tis not Ungrateſulneſs which yet can change 
My purpoſe, or my heart trom thce elirange. 
My tirong Aﬀe&tions on thee are {o hxt, 
That nought has them remov'd , or come betwixt 
My Soul and thine; but had'I lov'd thy face, 
And that alone, my kindnels had giv'n place 
My lighted ſuit ſhould long e're this have ended, 
And never more on thee had I attended, 
Or,did I love thee tor thine Heav'nly Eye, 
I then might court Angelick Majeſty : 
Or, it the ſmoothneſs of thy Whiter Brow 
Could charm mine cycs, or mine affections bow 
To outward Ob;c&s, pollitht Marble might 
Have given as much content, as much delight. 
No, no, *tis neither brow, nor lip, ngr eyc, 
| Nor any outward thing I can efpy, 
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That has or could furprize my tender heart : 
I know thy Nature, who, and what thou art. 
Nor is it Vertue in a homely Caſcz 


L W herein lics hid much rich and precious grace, 
Together rarely mixt, whole worth doth make 
4 Me love the Casket tor the Jewels fake : 


'Tis none of this! My cye dorh picrce withing 
But nothing there can 1 behold but Sin. 

The rcaſon ot my Pathon wholly hes 

Within my Sclt, tron: whence ut frft did riſe. 

ce And 
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And though thou canſt not it at preſent ſee, 
Thou ſhalt, if thou wilt hearken unto mc. 
O come, poor Soul! and give me but thy heart, 
And unto thee choice Love I will impart, 
I come to call thee, and docall again ; 
O ſhall I not of thee my Suit obtain! 
Dolt not perccive what I tor thee endure ? 
And may not all this thy Love to me procure ? 
The Soul ſcem'd not atallto mind this Fricnd, 
Nor would ſhe yet to him attention lend: 
She could not in him any beauty ſce, 
Nor did the know her own fad milcry. , 
She bid him then depart, and (aid to all, 
He had no form nor comelineſs. And thall 
I *gainſt my tancy tuolithly admire, 
Where I no beauty ſce to tempt delire ? 
Whilſt he was thus extcnding torth his Love, 
And ſtudying all obltructions to remove, 
That fo he might the Souls attcctions get. 
Behold, his Encmics with malice (et 
Themſfclves againſt him with ſuch horrid rage, 
It ſeems noleſs than's ruin to preſage. 
Ah! tor this Prince 'm«thinks my hcart doth a*#c, 
To ſce what head againtt him they do make. 
Eut that which doth the greatcii troublc bring, 
I5 to ſee th* Soul combine againit the King, 
Did ever creature dcal thus by a Lover, 
Or ever ſuch inhumanencſs diſcover ? 
What hurt did this dear Prince unto hcr dv. 
That the would feck his utter overthrow ? 
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5 this to xecompence his tervent Love ? 

"Fat will the now a Traitor to him prove ? 
t the his Love will not accept, mult the 
Expoſe him thus to ſhame and miſery ? 
Is love to Sin, and hithy- Luſt (6 ſweet, 
That Jeſws mult bc trodden under feet ? 
Becauſe he would that Contract break aſunder, 
This ſurcly is Earth's ſhame and Heavens wonder. 
What ? he that went about (till doing good, 
And in the, gap of danger always liood 
Them to Dctend trom Ruin, ah ! ſhall ke 
The objgct of cheir Rage and Malice be ? 
He that to them no hartn did do or think, 
And yet multhe this bitter potion drink ? 
Ah, precious Lord! how doth my ſpirit grieve, 
To think what wrong trom them thou didti receives 
So ktrange their malice, and fo herce their ſpight, 
That if God's Word did not the ſame recite) 
Who thercunto would any Credence give, 
Or the Relation of their Deeds believe ? 

But, how! was he cxpos'd, what did they do? 
'T;s that ( (ay formic ) that we would have you ſhow. 
Thcir hearts were fhiIPd with wrath, & up they riſe, 
And thruſt himout o'th City : then deviſe 
To get him up to th' brow ot a great Hill, 
And catt him headlong down,trom thence they will 
Brcak all his boncs, and kill him out o'th way 3 
This they detigned Holy Authors ay. 
Not that their Cruclty pertormed was, 
torthrough the mwidli of them he tree did pals, 
His 
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His Pow*r Divine did his ProteQtor and, 
And reſcued him from all this treacherous Band. * 
Again, as he (tood tendering his Love, 
Striving their vain Objections to remove, 
That fo'they might not all be ruin'd quite, 
And blind-to!d led to ſhades of endleſs night. 
The common Rabble in a Tumult got, 
Threaten to kill him on the very ſpot 3 (take, 
With hearts more hard than ſtone, up ſtones they 
And throwing, vow they'l his Sepulcre make : 
By which crucl ſhow'r of Flints he now muſt die, 
Unleſs through them he's able to *ſcape by » 
Which by his mighty Power indeed he did, 
And carctully from them himſclt he hid : 
And yet all this was on no other ground, 
But becauſe he their wiſdom did contound : 
*Cauſc he ſtood up the Truth to teſtihe, 
And witneſs to his own Divinity: 
Bec:uſe he ſaid, he was ſent down trom Heaven, 
From Þlace to Place this Prince-was daily driven. 
No ſooner were his tcet out of onevſnarc, 
But ten 1th room thercot deviſed were. 
Of killing him in Jury was a talk, 
To Galilee therefore he thought ht to walk + 
But (iaid not long, tor to Fe ruſalem 
He quickly went to thew himliclt to.them : 
And though hc knew his Lite they daily ſought, 
Yet in the Temple openly he taught, 
And did again his Suit of Love renew, 

Yet would the Soul no kinincls to him (hew. 
| Long 
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Long had he not been here, but preſently 

The Scribes and Phariſees did him cſpy, 

And ſiraight agreed their Officers to ſend, 

Him without any cauſe to apprchend: 

But when theycame, and did him fee and hear, 

Poor Souls ! they all moſt firangely ſmitten weed 

With awful Reverence,and trembling fear ! 

Untoucht, they leave him, and return again 

To tell their Maltcrs, Violence was vain 3 

They highly ſpake in his juſt Commendation, 

And told his Wonders, worthy Admiration. 

Have you not brought him then? the Sciibes do cry : 

No Sirs, (alas ) we fcc no reafon why 3 

We never ſaw. nor heard the like : Who can 

Lay hands on ſuch a bleſt and God-like Man ? 
Thus did the Prince eſcape their Rage that day, 
But other Snares Apollyon (till did lay. 
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CHAP. V. 


Shewing bow the people of that Land in a baſe man- 
ner wſed John the beloved ſervant of Jeſus, the 
Prince of Light, who ( for bis Maſter's ſake ) was 
barbarouſly murthered And how narrowly the 
Prince himſelf eſcaped. As alſo ſhewing how he 
again and again tendered his indeared love to 
the Soul, and how' unkindly ſhe denied bis 
Sutt. Moreover, how Vicinius- ( a Neipbbor ) 
* hearing of this great News, enquired of Theo- 
logus concermng the Creatzre this Prince in ſuch a 
manner had ſet his affetiions upon. T he miſerable 
and deplorable condition of the Soul diſcovered and 
Laid open, being infeied with a loathſome Diſeaſe full 
of Ulcers and Running ſores from head to foot , 
naked, wounded, and in her blood, her eyes alſo be- 
ing put out > and this the Prince knew before he came 
from Heaven, bis own Country : ſhewing, that as 
ſhe was in ber fallen ſtate, ſhe was the object of h:s 
love and defire, | 


Efore this Prince did in that Land appear, 
His ſervant came his way for to prepare, 
Such an Ambaſſadour he was indeed, 
That we ot him in Sacred Story rcad; 


That 
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That of a!l thoſe that born of Women are, 


None was fo great, nor with him _—_— compare. 


Yet was the King of that fame Land fo bold, 
As on this gracious Pcrfon to lay hold, 
And into a vile Priſon caſt 15 he, 
For witnethng againti Iniquity. 
Herod would marry one molt near of Kin, 
But John afhrms that 'tis an horrid fin, 
For him to have his Brother. Philip's Wife: 
And tor aſſerting this, he loſt his Lite. 
To pleaſe a wanton Harlots Dancing pride, 
The Prophet's head from's body they divide. 
This doubtleſs did his Malter greatly pricve, 
To (ce they ſhould him thus of Fobn bercave z 
His ſervant John, whom all the people own 
Tc be a Prophet, yea a mighty one 
Though the chiet work that he was ſent abour, 
Was to deſcribe and point this Saviour out. 
He taithtul was, and thow'd his conftant Love, 
Told them his Prince deſcended trom above: 
So Great, in pow 'r, the Latchets of his ſhoes 
He was not| worthy to unty, or looſe. 
The loſs of ſuch a Servant needs mult be 
Great ground of ſorrow, But, alis! It we 
With care do mind what attcr came to pals, 
We ſhall conclude with him much worle it was. 
For Herod now, like to his Predeceffor, 
Proceeds from fin to fin, until no leffer 
A Crime he docs attempt, than for to kill 
The Prince of L ight o552ght 3 Thereby to fill 
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His meaſure up, as ſome before had done, N 
For {ccking, the dear Lite of this Juſt one. Al 
But of this Plot he had ſuch Intormation, Sh 
As quite defeated their black Combination, Ar 
Ah! to and fro, how was hedaily hurld, Ne 
Whilit he abode in this ungratetul World, Bu 
His perſecutions were (o great, that He ha 
Was often torced tor his Lite to flee, In 


To flit trom Town to Town, trom place to place 3 INa 
For, Blood-hound like, they did him daily chaſe. Fc 
From Jary to Samaria he did go, Te 
And down from thence to Galilee below. for 
From Nazareth he ficd to Capernanm, 

And lonz he tiaid not when he thither came : 


For he was tolt about continually, | D, 
And found no Harbor nor ſccurity. IW 
Sometimes quite beyond Fordan he would get, IWi 
Yet even there with dangers was belcr, 08. 
Small Rei, alas. he had in tull three years, T; 
His days were fill d with forrow, tighs and tears. 

Ott may we read he wept, but never tind Or 
He laught, or was to merrument inclin'd. \W. 
The Prophet ſaid, with grief he was acquainted, T 
When long betorc. he torth his Perſon pointed. Bet 
And tew there were did himat all regard, Ar 
So blinded were their Eys, their Hearts fo hard. JF}? 
He wasdeſpis'd almoſt by every one, Bu 
Reje&ed ſcorntully and trod upon. Is] 
And the poor Soul, tor Love of whom he came, * JBe, 
Expos'd him daily to the greateli ſhame Ye 
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No countenance would ſhe to him afford, 
Although fo high a Prince, ſo great a Lord- 
She bid him hold his peace, his Suit defilt, 
And all's'indearing proffers did refilt. 
No more would ſhe vouchſafe his face to fee, 
But hid her felf trom him continually. 
Far from his preſence with delight the rouls 
In filthy Puddles, and in Loathfom holes: 
3 Nay, did combine with his moſt Cruel Foes, 
To lay upon him ftripes and bitter Blows 3 
To break his heart with often ſaying Nay 3 
Or by furprize him bloodily to ſlay, 

Objeft, 

But ſome may ask, Why th? people of that Land 

P14 rife againſt him thus on every hand ? 
IWhy ſhould they manifeſt ſuch cauſeleſs hate, 
IVhen he'd not injure them at any rate, 
{Bt ſoreght their peace and everlaſting good ? 
1; pity ſuch a Prince ſhould be withſtood, 

Anſw, | 
One Reaſon. Sirs, of this their banetul ſpight, 
Was mecrly *cauſc he was the Prince of Light. 
'Twas trom that bitter entnity you read 
Pctween the Serpent's and the Woman's ſecd, 
Another cauſe ot the Contempt they ſhow, 
Is *cauſe they neither him, nor *s Father know, 
Put that which molt of all their Hatred breeds, 
Is ms reproving of their Evil deeds : 
Lecaule he did expoſe each horrid Sin, 
- Pea, and ript up their hlthinefs within : 
AT | F 
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Through cach Religious Mask, and trim diſguiſe, 
Thcir canker'd Breatts lay open to his Eys. 
He knew their Hearts, & them he would not ſpare, 
And thence, to him ſuch Malice they did bear. | 
Put *twas Apol/yon, ( whoſe deccit and Lics 
Abroad amongſt the people did deviſe ) f 
Mott of theſe Troublcs which on him did riſe, 
No ſtone that Monlter Ictt unturn'd, that he 
Might bring this Soveraign Prince to miſery, 
Though all in vain : For he miſcounts his ſum, 
| Alas! the fatal hour's not yet come. 
Chriſt (till perfiſts the ſtubborn Soul to*'woo, 
Intreats her, not her (clt thus to undo. 
He is not gone, bchold, he's at her door, 
And paticntly Admithon doth implore, 
Me knocks, he calls, and doth his Suit renew, 
LUatil the Heavens his gracious Head bedew, 
Until his Locks with drops o'th Night are wet, 
And yet trom her can no kind Anſwer get. 
Oh ! hark 1 pray unto his melting words, 7 
Enough to picrce ones heart, like tharpeli {words 


Prince of Light. 


Soul ! Harken to me or thou art undone, 
( cannot lcave thee thus, nor yet be gone, 
I ice thy (tate 5 thy ttate I pity too, 
Thy treacherous Lovers ſeck thine overthrow- 
It is in vain tor me to ask thy Love, ' 
Until thou breakti with them, and doli remove | 
| 1h 
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Thy Heart from thoſe that thy Aﬀections have, 
Who to vile Luſts thy Faculties inflave. 
W hat dot thou think I can have in mine Eye? 
What {clt-advantage will accrew thereby ? 
What gain I, it thou granteli my requelt ? 
All that Ibeg $ thy greateſt Interett. 
I ever happy was, and fo thall be, 

Although at preſent thus dittreſt for Thee. 
How can't thou, cruel Sozf, thus let me ſtand, 
Barr'd out of Doors, whilſt others do command 
The choicelt Room within thy yielding Brealt, 
Lodgings too good for ſuch deltructive Guetts, 
Bclieve me, poiſonous Toads and Serpents lurk 
Within thine Arms, which will thy ruin work : 
Thoſe Lovers which thou keep'ſt ſo cloſe within 
Are Murderers. Truſt not that Monlter SI N, 
Nor any of his Hellith Company 3 
For though no harm thou dot at preſent ſpy, 
But wantonly preſum'li to ſport and play, 
And cantit not ſee the fatal fnares they lay : 
Soul ! o'pe the Door, and Ile diſcover all 
The ſecret Plots, devifcd for thy fall; 
Or, puſh che Window back, let in ſome light, 
And 1 will ſhew thee a molt diſmal fight : 
Thy felt Ile ſhew thee,which could thou behold, 
Thou'd{ fee thou art undone, betray'd and fold 
To flavery, trom whence there's no Redemption, 
Torments, trom| wch ther's not the leaft exemption, 
Then wake,look now, behold thy wretched plight, 
Or —_— thou r't ſeized with eternal Night. 

F 2 The 
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The Soxl js deaf, or certainly ſhe's dead, 
Or by '{ome pow'rtul Magick Charms miſled : 
For ſhe no Anſwer in the lealt doth give : 
Sad *tis with them whom Satan doth deccive. 
How blind are wrt their natural ſtatc / 
Oh! how inſenlible and deſperate ! 
They ſleep ſecurcly, and will never hear, 
Till dirctul Thunder bore their ſtupid Ear: 
Boldly they trollick on Hell's ſmoaky Brink, 
And never on its gaping dangers think, 6 
Till ſwallow'd down, to endleſs flames they fink. | 
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But ſilence now ! Here comes a Revercnd Friend, 
A Scrvant to the Prince, pray, Sirs, attend: 

He's ſent about the Butinels that's depending, 
Oh! that it might obtain an happy ending : 

He is a man his Maltcr loves molt dear, i 
And he to him doth like Aﬀection bear : 

His intrcii he will now be lure © improve, 
That all obiliractions he may quite remove, 
Which in the way ot the poor Soul doth lie, 
For whole (ad fiate, lo! tcars(tand in his Eye: 
His Heart is tull, his Spirit greatly griev'd, 
To think how the by cratty Sin's deceiv'd 3 
And fecing what his glonious Matter bears, 

H1s Soul $ almoti diflolved into Tears, 
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I from the Great and mighty Prince am ſent, 


In piercing the dear heart of ſuch an one, 


Chap. 5. Theologue's Meſſage, - 69 
Theologae. 


To (ce, vile Soul! It thou wilt yet repent, 
And o'pe thy Eyes to view what thou halt done. 


As is that Soveraign Lord thou doft abuſe, 
And all his offers thametully retulc. 
Two things conſider throughly : firlt of all, 
Thy fad and wretched tiate under the Fall, 
Which thou receivedſt many years ago, 
When Ezen's Groves bewail'd thine overthrow, 
Ah! Didit thou know thy lott undone Condition, 
Surc it muſt move thce unto great Contrition 3 
"'Twould make thce roar, and mightily condole 
Thy wotul ftate, O! thou condemned Soul ! 
The ſecond thing is this, O! mind with ſpeed, 
The worth of hinz whoſe Soul tor thee doth bleed ! 
Did!t thou but know his Dignity and Birth, 
Soon would(t thou fay, none s like him upon Earth. 
Nor is this all : tor turthcr I declare 
No other help thou haft, taroft, or near 
'Tishe who is thy choice and only Friend 
Reje him till, and fad will be thinc end, 
Shall he ſuch gricf and ſorrow undergo ? 
And unto him wilt thou no kindnets thow ? 
World hethy guilty Soul from Treafon tree, 
By making of a marriage- League with thee ? 
F 3 Shal} 
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Shall not his Love, nor thy diſtreſſed Caſe, 
Court thee in prudence to his tate Embrace ? 
Will nothing work upon thee to Relent, 

Nor be a means to bring thee to Repent ?. 

I pray thee, Soul ! theſe things lay to thy heart, 
And unto me thy true Reſolve impart, 


Soul. 


n 


What mean you thus to vex and grieve my mind ? 


My Heart's to other Lovers more inclin'd, 

Ic lics not in your power, to command 
Apgainti my will : and well I underſtand 
What's belt formes I am for-preſcnt caſc : 
He ſuits not my Conditions, doth not plcaſe 
My curious fancy; I le content mine Eye. 
W1!l you the liberty of Choice deny ? 

You muſt indeed have ſome myticrious Arts, 
To change the ſecret ſympathies ot Hearts : 
It that you ever make me to comply, 

So as to loath the Jewel of mine Eyc. 

What! force Aﬀection ? who. can violate 
The Law of Nature ? weigh my preſent ſtate : 
Can Earth forget her burthen , and aſcend ? 
Or yet, can Flamcs aſpiring downward bend ? 
For it Fire ſhould deſcend, and Earth aſpire 3 
Earth were ns longer Earth, nor Fire, Fire, 
Even (&., dear Sir ! I hind it is with me; 
Coulcating, Ino more my fclt thall be, 
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As Love is free, fo are its bonds as ſtrong 

As Deaths to break them 1s a grievous wrong, 
Can the kind Heavens do a damage preater, 
Than to deftroy and ruin their poor Creature ? 
Or, (hall I think the Righteous God will hl me 
With ſuch firange Joys, which it enjoy'd,will kil mc? 
Can believe things 'bove my {ente and reaſon / 
And ignorant be when guilty of high Treafon ? 
How can I think my felt a Criminal, 

When of the tact I nothing know at all ? 

My preſent ſtate is good, 1 know no cauſe 

To blame my felt tor breach of unknown Laws. 
Why thall injurious Friends fuch things alot, 

To have me place my Heart where I love not, 
And break the League with thoſe I love fo dear ? 
Theſe hardſhips are too great for mc to bear. 
Thoſe Joys therefore in which I have delighted, 
Shall not tor fancicd ſweetneſs c*re be fliphtcd, 
He whomyou call The gleriow Prince of Light, 

Is not a perſon lovely in my tighe3 

He's not (0,modith, pleaſant, Debonair, 

As thoſe brisk Gallants, whom my Fancy (hare. 

I mult have ather F.ys wherewith to {ce, 

Bctore he can be countcnanc'd by mc. 

This ſaid, away the toohth Soul doth fly 3 
W1ll hear no more, but with a ſcorntul Eye 
Negleas her Bliſs,& Dcath s dark paths doth trace 
Rather than (ſaving Truths ot Lite imbrace. 

Who bcing gone, a Neighbour docs appear, 
That would be glad tully her Caſe to hear 5 
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J 72 Vicinxs's inquiry. Book.1, 
' And that he clearly might haveit cxpreſt, 
He thus himſclt to Theologue Addrelt. 


"Y 


Vicints. 


Grave Sir ! Since in your Reverend face I read 
All works which do from Curtely procced, 
I am emboldned to delire of you 
Some fatisfaction in a point or two. 
I late have heard ſome Rumours of ſuch News, 
As puts my wondring ſpirits to a mule: 
"Tis of a Prince unparallel'd tor Love, 
That took a Journey down from Heav'n above 
To lcek himfelt a Spouſe; and as | hear 
She unto him will no AﬀecCtion bear 3 
Though tor Deſcent, Riches and Beauty too, 
Never the like did mortal Creatures know. ( 
This Soul-amazing, Senſec-bercaving tiory, ! 
Has hll'd my ravitht Ears: What matchle(s Glory 
Is his, whoſe Love is tar beyond Exprethon ? 


And what Creature is this mutt have polſſcthion \ 
' Of {uch a glorious Heart ? Surc ſhe's no lefs , 
Than one ot High Deſcent, tqme Empecrels, ! 
Or Virgin Queen at leati, whotc Beauty's rarc, ; 
Mixt with choice Vertue,. both beyond compare : ( 
The total ſum doubtle(s of every Grace, | 
Makes a compoiure in her Heav'nly Face 3 ' 
And there all true Perfettion 1s united, 
T'o make one Phacnix, that has thi's invited 
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This mighty Prince to do her ſo much Honour, 
As ſeek her Love. and fet his Heart upon her, 
To ſue ſo earneſtly, and undertake 

Mighty Atchievements only tor her ſake; 
For to encounter with a wrathtul Foe, 

That fought an univerſal overthrow 

Of mortal Creatures, and in every Land 
Subjected all unto his proud Command, 

The ſtrangeneſs of it {ets me all on fre, 

And kindlcs in my heart a ſtrange defire, 
Impatient ot delay, till you diſcover 

The Creature that has got fo rare a Lover, 


Theologue. 


To put a pcriod to thy Admiration, 
Come lct thy Wonder-{mitten Cogitation 3 
Now give attention, and I ſoon will ſhow 
The truth of what thou doſt defire to know. 
The Creature whom this mighty Prince doth grace 
With Love, lives very near unto this place. 
We all do hcr as our next Neighbour own 3 
Much is the talkt ot, yet but ſeldom known. 
You ſure have hcard before, the was by Birth 
Ot high deſcent, the ſplendor of the Earth, 
Unblemithe Beauty, neither ſpot nor ſtain, 
Whilſt in her Virgin fate ſhe did remain. 
To ſpeak her pedigree, in Truth ſhe fprings 
From no lets Root than trom the King of Kings : 
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Whom Scriptures call The F ather of all Spirits ; 
And nonebut he that Bleſſed Name inherits. 
From him ſhe.did at firſt derive her Name, 
And Heaven and Eartheccho'd her glorious Faime: 
Fair Cynthia, Illuſtrious Queen of Night, 

With all her borrowed Rays, ne're ſhone (© bright. 
The King's true Image in her face did ſhine. 
No Glory like to Glory that's Divine. 

But that which doth the greateſt Wonder raiſe, 
An4 may the quick'(t protoundeſt Wits amaze, 
Is the ſad change, and miſerable (tate 

She's in, fince hrſt ſhe did degenerate 3 

Her Lufire tarniſht, and her Beauty faded, 
Filth and Corruption every part invaded ; 

Oh ! it was then on her this Prince did look, 
When ot her God and guide ſhe was ftorſook : 
For though the was indeed thus nobly born, 
Her Blood is taintcd, and her ttatc torlorn. 
She that in ſplendor once appcar'd fo bright, 
Is now dctorm'd, and blacker than the Night. 
Foul putritaction doth her Beauty cover, 


' She's full of Ulcers, and detil'd all over, 


Th' infection (preads it (clt-in every part, 

Her cycs, hcr hands, her head , but molt her heart 3 
Her feet, whoſe loyal licps the once divided 

To follow the great God, have fo backſlided, 
That they molt {wittly from him run aſtray 

In every lintul and torbidden way, 

Her Arms are ti!lcd with unchatt Embraces, . 
She's (tain'd her Beauty, and lo{t all her Greed. 
. Her 
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cr Breath once ſweeter than Arabian Spices, . 
Vhoſe rare Pertumes make Houſes Varadiſes, 
)fcnfive is to all that come but near her, * 

e: Dir Tongue 15 fo unclean, God loaths' to hear her, 
hich was her Glory in her youthful days, 

t. IWhen (he with joy ſung torth his bleſſed Praiſe. 

But that which may found (iranger in thine Ear, 

And ſeem indeed too hard for Love to bear, 

s her Adult"rics,, her unchalt delights 

Her Amorous Kiffes, wherewith the invites 

Her wanton Lover33 nothing cl{c can prove 

So much diltaſityl tro unſpotted Love 3 

As when the Embcrs ot Lults raging tres 

Burn in the Boſom of unchali detires. 


Vic, 


But ſtay, , Dear Sir ! What Lover is't would kiG 
A Creature loathfom, and fo vilc as this ? 
And how came the into fo fad a Caſe, 
That once adorned was with ſo much Grace ? . 


Theol gue. 


If you kind Neighbour, pleaſe tolend an Ear. 
Theſe things ia order I will fully clear. | 
Her Lovers are more loathſom tar than ſhe, 

With whom ſhe's joyned in Athnity, 

From them the took the toul-diſeaſeat firſt, 

And cver {ince re vile andaccurſt, 

(7 | The 
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The Serpent did beguile her with ſuch fruit, 

As did her Vitals poiſon, and pollute. 

Not that the truit in *moral ſenſe was evil : 

But *cauſe ſhe took it, tempted by the Devil, 
Attcr on pain of Death it was forbid: 

Ah! t'was from hence it ſo much miſchief did. 
Beſides, ſhe's guilty of another Deed, 

She's mide a League with one that did proceed 
From Hell's black Region, where her wanton Eye 
Could {ce no Object but Deformity z 

A Contract the has made, I fay, with one, | 
Begot by proud, but curs'd Apollyon 3 | 
Monſtrous by Nature, and as vile by Name, 228 -4 
Ah ! ſhe has choſen him unto her thame : 
His nature's poiſonous, his very Breath | 
Is ſo infectious, that it threatens Death | 


To every one to whom he is united 3 
Yet with this Monltcr is her heart delightcd : | 
Who to my Prince is a molt deſperate Foe, 
And to (peak plain, the caule of all his woc. 
Since hrfi the Sol was with baſe Luſi acquainted, | 
From. Top to Toe all over is ſhe tainted. 

She that was once {vo rare a comely Creature. 


Sin has not Ictt her now one lovely Featurc. 
The Splendid Beauty of the whole Creation, 
Is thus become a meer Abomination. 

For fince her (elt to Luſt ſhe proftitured, ] 
Her inward Faculties are fo polluted, 
That the's become unto Fehwah's Eyc, 
The tfuctt pourtraict of Dctornuty, 

| She 


he 
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She that ſometimes no Evil underſtood, 
Is now become an Enemy to Good : 

For this vile Monficr by Apollyon's pow, 
Dj not only. corrupt the Soul all ov'r, 
But very crucl they did further prove, 


W hillt they pretended kindnefſes and Loves 


For they molt wickedly put out her Eyes, 
She might not ſee her own Deformities: 
And being thus both blinded, and dehPd, 
Was alſo rob'd, and treacherouſly ſpoil'd 


Ot all the Jewels which her Soveraign gave her, 
Whilſt ſhe remained in his Love and tavour 3 
Of all her goodly Veliments they beret her, 
And (iript her naked, (he had nothing lete her. 


Nothing to hide her ſhamactul nakednels, 


But hlthy Rags, how loathſom you may gueſs. 


Befides all this, they wounded her full (ore, 
And lctt her fadly wcltring in her Gore, 
Expecting Death each moment ſhe did lie, 
A loathſom ſpectacle to paſlers by, 
Unhelpt, unpitied too by every Eye, 


Each humane Soul that is not born again, 


In this fad ftate doth certainly remain. 


The rich, the poor, the wiſe, the old, the young, 
Though ne'r (o high, ſo beautitul and ttrong 
They {ccm, or think themſelves, in truth they are 


In as bad Calc as we 've d<elcribed here. 


Vicinus, 
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25 The tim of Chriſt's Love. Book 1 


Vicinus. 


Sir! You have fully an{wer'd my Dclire 3 
Yet let me be fo bold as to inquire 
One paſlage moze, ftince happily I ſee 
You can intormall ſuch as ign'rant be 
Of theſe weighty Afairs 3 bleſt be the Lord 
That ſo much Wiſdom doth to you afttord. 
O! that there were more ot yeuin our Land; 
That to the Truth might always taithtul ttand-. 


But 'tell me, it it mayn't too tedious prove, 
Whether this Prince that manitetis {ſuch Love, | 


Knew her (ad ttate when he came trom above ? 
Did he her hlthy bad Condition know 

Before he came from Heaven, or did ſhow 
That precious kindneſs which his Breatt retain'd 
Unto her, even attcr the was ttain'd ? 

May be his Eye upon the Soul was plac'd. 


* Before God's Image in her was detac'd : 


Ard as confider'd to; then doubtleſs he 
Might tind ſome Cauſe to her fo kind to bc. 
But, if as ſhe did in pollution lic, 

And fo confider'd, he did cali his Eyc 
Upon the Creature 3 then I mult declare 

It may aſtoniſh all that ot- it hear, 


Theologue, 
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Theologue. 


The Queſtion you propound is very good ; 
And would t' were throughly weigh'd and under- 
The Anſwer's caſy - But I greatly fear (ftood- 
Some mind it not enough, who choſen are. 
Before the World was made he fully knew 
Ev'n what below would afterwards inſue : 
He knew the Creature, Man, would fin and fall, 
And in fad miſcry himſelf inthral. 
The time theretore when hilt he caſt an Eye 
To be her Suiter, ( our Security ) 
It was not when ſhe did her Grace inherit, 
Then one would think ſhe might his favour merit 3 
*T was not when the was in proſperity, 
But when the in her Blood and hlth did lie. 
Her time of ſorrow, was his time of Love, 
Her imiſery did bring him trom above. 
Whilit the in actual bold Rebellion lives, 
His Grace and offer'd Pardon then he gives. 
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Vicinus. 


Sir ! You have faid enough, I am amaz'd, 
Strange wonderment within my Spirit's rais'd, 
The nature ot his Love who can conceive ? 
Such Love as this no mortal Creatures have. 
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I pray go on, and turther now let's know 
Concerning, her cltatc, hcr Bliſs, or Woe, 


Theologue, 


You'l find it worſe and worſe 3 and what's behind 
Will firange Imprettivons make upon your Mind : 
For now you'l hear what Juſtice has to lay, 

What horrid Crimes he to hcr charge will lay. 
And though the fcems undaunted without tear, þ 
Once more I'c try it the will lend an Ear. 


CHAP, VL. v 


Sheging bow Theologue, the Prince's Spoyeſman, i= | Di 
deavour'd to obtain the love of this poor Creature for | M 
his bleſſed Maſter, by whom the azgravation of the 
Creatures ſin and miſery is layed open the Soul is 
tn debt ten thouſand Talents, worſe than nothing. 
Aeoreaver , ſhewing how the Creature was ouilty of 
high Treaſon againit the Soveraign Lord chovah 3 | Fo 
us alſo Arraigned and condemned to be burned alive. [I d 
A Dialogue or diſcourſe between the Divine Attri- | Su 
butes : Juſtice cryes for Execution, to have the fu- [Bu 
tal blow ſtrieck, Mercy jteps in, Fuſtice muſt be [1 \ 
ſatisfied. Goodneſs and Mercy. will not loſe their [1 | 
Glory, beng alikee/teemed by God, Divine Wiſdom | Ar. 

reconciles 


TT geETEIOROIITTTo WWF 


Chap.6. The flupidity of the Soul. 31 


reconciles all the other Attributes , and makes them 
meet together in a ſweet harmony : the Soul being 
condemned to die , the Prince ſees no other way #0 
obtain her for his own,but by ſatisfying Fuſtice, and 
becoming Surety , and yielding bimſelf up to die 
for her. 


Theol gue. 


OW is it Soul! art minded yet to leave 
Thy Luſts, and Lovers, and to Jeſus cleave ? 
Dolt not perceive the ſad ſtate thou art in 
By curs'd Apollyon, and his off-ſpring, S I N #? 
Wile thou tor evermore thy (elf deſiroy, 
And not accept of Health ? wilt not enjoy 
One who in value doth all Worlds excel ? 
Wile thou refuſe in Paradiſe to dwell ? 
Dot ſee thy ſtate, thy bloody fate ? oh (peak ! 
My bleeding heart tor thee doth greatly ake. 


Soul. 


You had my Anſwer plain cnough before ; 
Forbear, I pray, and trouble me no more. 
I dont believe what you have faid is true 
Such pains I never felt, nor fickneſs knew ; 
But it my ttate were worſe than yet I ſee, 
I will not have you thus to trouble me. 
I haveall things which naturally delights me, 
And trom them you (hall not deter,nor fright me 3 

G 


You 


$2 Tye Soul's in Debt Book 1, 
You know the Proverb uſed in our Land, 
Each Tich ſhall upon its own Bottom ſtand, 


Theologae. 

Soul, b* not fo raſh; be more conſiderate z 
Ponder on things betore it be too late. 
Sith what I ſaid bctore no good can do, 
More of thy wrctchedne(s I now will thow 3 
And it that tails, then attcrwards I le leave thee, 
And o're jhto the hands of Juſtice give thee. 

Firtt, from God's Word I have Authority 
To lay bctore thee thy great poverty. 
Thy Svvcraign Lord molt highly is diſtaſtcd 
For all the precious Treaſure thou haſt waſted. 
Firſt, of his Glory thou haſt him bereav'd, 
And to rebel agamiſt him been deceiv'd, 
Next, thy whole felt to him *tis thou doſt owe, 
Yca'all thou cither art, haſt, or cantt do, 
Which thou halt not regarded hitherto : 
But to thy {elf, and not to him dott live, 
Who did thy (c!t at firſt unto thee give, $ 
And trom whom thou doſt ev'ry thing receive. 
Thy knowledp, judgment, and thy memory, 
Th' excellent nature of each Faculty, 
Should all have co and for him, been laid out, 
As being all his Goods 3 Sort ! look about, 
For time, tor Health, and tor the day of Grace 3 
Thou mutt bebrought betore the Judge's Face 3 
And tor chy Riches,and all chings thou haſt, 
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Which chou Imbezelt, and dott vainly waſt, 
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Chap.6. ren thouſand Talents. $3 


A firit Account muſt at the Bar of Heaven 
By thee in 4 ſhore time be ſurely given. 
Ten thouſand Talents doth thy God demand 
Which thou canſt neither pay, nor yet withſtand 
His dire proceedings, 'cauſe he is molt Jult, 
And thou but figtul Aſhes and vile Dutt. 
Thou wilt be {ciz'd, and in a Priſon laid, 
Till the laſt Mice be fatish'd and paid. 
Canſt thou, poor Soul! dolt think quit the old ſcore, 
When thou contract new debts ttill rare & more? 
Would not a Friend that's a ble to detray 
All thy valt Debts, and a tull Ranſom pay 
To thy juſt Creditor, mott welcorn be, 
It ſuch an one could be tound out for thee ? 

-Eut things yet worle, I tear, there arc behind, 
The truth of which moſt certainly thoulPt hnd. 

Hark, trembling Soul ! thou to the Bar art cited, 

Aud tor high Treaſon there doſt ſtand Indicted, 
Committed by thee *twas in antient time, 
When thou didtt dwell in Eden, in thy prime : 
When thou hadit flountht there but a ſhort ſeaſon, 
Thou didtt contract that guilt of horrid Treaſon 
Againſt thy Soveraign, in whole Princely Eye 
Was Grace and tavour mixt with Majeſty ; 
Gracious to pardon many great Offences, 
And yet ſevere to punilh Inlolences, 
Bur thou both Grace and Jutiice did deſpiſe, 
And in thy Heart didft evil things ſurmiſe 
Againſt thy Soveraigu Lord, and ſecretly 


Join'tt with his Foes in cloſe Conſpiracy. 
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*Twas with theKing of Darkneſs thou didſt cloſe. 
Obeyd'|t his will, and didit thy God oppoſe. 

A dreadful Senterice then apainli thee palt, 

Which ne*re by humane Art could be reverlt. 

Thy Sentence was in Priſon long to lie, 

And for thy tac at lat: Condemn'd to die. 

And Death on thee did ſeize the ſelt-ſame rime, 
When thou committt that high and feartul Crime 3 
The fad effects of it I this Day fee, 

Thou {till ly't dead in thine Iniquity. 

Ali! T1 may preach untill my heart doth ake, 

And it on thee will no Imprcthon make. 

Thou art depriv'd of Lite and Light of God, 

And long halt thou in this cftate abode. 

But a worſe Death doth in thy Sentence lic, 

( Though very tew on it will calt an Eye ) 
Condemn'd to ſutfer everlatting pains, 

And on thee then were tatined heavy Chains. 
And though thy Execution be dclay'd, 

Yet 'tis by means of -]clus only ttay'd. 

His precious Grace preſerves thee trom that hre, 
Whoſe torments once begun, ſhall ner expire. 
That Soul-amazing Sentence who can bear 

The thoughts of it, and not let fall a tear ? 

W hat Malefactors arc Condemn'd to die, 

But on the fenle ot Death's approaching nigh, 
Contratts not horrour on their Souls thereby ? 
What.then to {utter Death tor evermore, 

Where Tonents nc tc abate, nor will be o're? 


To 
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To be a thouſand tedious Ages Rackt, 

Not Dead, yet always in thedying Ad. 

A hery Furnace with a ſeventold heat 

We read of, yet its fames were not fo great, 
But that they ſoon would languiſh and grow cold; 
Whereas theſe Tortures, tiill increaſing, hold. 
If Ore thou ſhould(i be caſt into that place, 
Pcfore thou doſt take hold of Love and Grace, 
There's this will then thy ſorrows aggravate, 
None will thee pity in that wretched (tate. 
Never was Malctactor in diltreſs, 

Put mct with pity cither more or leſs 3 


And though it do not take away the grief, 


Yet where there's pity, there's fome {mall Relict. 
But it thou doſt this teartul Sentence bear, 
There's none to pity, none to ſhed a tear. 

O think of this, alas! thy wretched Eyes 

Are blinded now, thou balſcly dolt deſpiſe 

The beſt of Comtort, Joy and Conſolation, 


For love to Sin, horrid Abomination | 


Thou ſwcll'lt in pride, unmindful of thine end, 
And ſecit no nced of comfort trom a Fricnd ; 


* But what wouldit thou for ſuch a Friend then give, 


And tor thoſe Comtorts thou maylt now receive ? 
Dolt not thou tremble at this trighttul news ? 
Tremble at leatt at that which next enſues, 
Thrce things there are, three Circumltances great, 
Which much thy hnal woe will aggravate: - 
Which, (everally unto thee Fle relate, 


That thou maylt think upon thy tuture ſtate. 
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Firſt, from thy high Deſcent thy birth did crown 
Thee with the greateſt Honour and Renown, 
That evcr any had upon the Earth, 

Thou bcing own'd a Soveraign Queen by Birth. 
Yet that which did ſo much advance thy tame, 
Was not alone the Honour of thy Name, 

As the rare properties of thy {weet Nature, 

A molt tranſcendent and accomplithe Creature 3 
An Heav'n-compoſed frame, as it thou'dlt bin 
Deriv'd trom ſome Celctiial Seraphim. 

When great ]chovah's truitful Word had made 
The whole Creation, touching thee, he (aid, 
This Creature ſhall alone our Image bear, 
Whom all things elſe ſhall reverence and fear 3 
Oor Sacred Portraiture we folely place, 

In this (weet Creatures Heaven-erected face, 
And when he ſent his tn{t begotten down, 

No other torm or Image mult he own. 

The Angels Nature wholly he retules, 

And rather Humane Soul and ficth he chuſes. 
A'as! there's not a greater aggravation, 

Than for a perſon ot the highelt ſtation 

To be thrown down into the deep'tt Abyſs 

Of woe and ſorrow ! oh! how fad is this ? 

Thy {et caus'd change a miſcrable Creature, 
Will fwely make thy Torments tar the greater. 
The ſecond Circumttance of Apgravation, 

Is worthy of thy ſerious obſervation. 
And tht 1 may more fully make it known, 
Unde two Heads'T'le brictly lay it down. 
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Firſt, from the timely notice that was given, 

By thy molt Soveraign Lord, the King ot Heaven, 
When with his glorious Image he had grac'd thee. 
And in fait Eden's fruittul Garden plac d thee ; 
Ordain'd thee Milireſs of that famous Bower, 
Where thou mightti ſec his Glory every hour 3 
Granting whatever might accommodate 

Thy pure pertc&t (potlels Virgin tate 3 
Excepting one reſcrved Fruit alone, 

Which did indeed of Right belong tonone 

But to himſelt ; that hidden Mytteric, 

Which in the midi of Paradife did lic 3 

To know what Evil was as wcll as Good, 

Which neycr could by men been underttood, 

But by an Art of the moſt horrid Evil, 

And hearkning to,and hiding with the Devil; 


The dire efte&ts tothee were told molt plain, } 
The danger and the loſs thou thauldit Cultain x 
The loſs of Lite, the loſs of Eden's Glory, : 
The loſs of God 3 a lamentable Story. {1 
Warning was giv'n, God ltrictly dd require, ” 
On pain of Death, thou thouldit not once delire, ny 


Nor tali, nor touch, nor cali a longing Eye t 
Upon this fatal Fruit, which certainly * 
Would tiraight procure thy final overthrow : 
This timely notice thall augment thy Woe, 
Fore-warn'd, fore-arm'd, you know weule to (ay : 
Thou wali fore-warn'd, and yet did{t go altray, 
Contemptuous Soul! alas, how couldit thou-chink 
The mighty God would at Rebellion wink ? 
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' That was the cauſe thou did atrhrit diſtruſt 


39 Aggravations of Book. I 
Though he is ſaid to wink at Ignorance, 
Preſumption is adifferent Circumſtance, 

Thou knew'ſt before-hand it thou didit trangrel(s, 
Aſſured Death would follow, and no leſs 

The Lord had ſaid it, he chat gave us breath, 
Said, thou ſhould#t die, & yet thou teardſi not Death: 
This is the height, as well as ſpring of Evil, 

To doubt and miltruſt God, yet truſt the Devil. 
Againlt God's ſacred Truth to thut ones Eyes, 

And credit blindfold th* Father of all Lies, | 
Ah Son]! *twas liſtning to a wanton luſt, 


The glorious Lord, and falſcly to ſurmile, 

He was unwilling that thou ſhouldit be wiſe 3 
Afraid that thou ſhouldit know as much as He, 
And grow a Rival to his Deity. 

This blaſphemous Conceit the Devil firſt, 

In thine already wicked fancy nurſt : 

* *Tis (faith this Prince of Darkneſs) God's inten| 
*In this unjuſt Reliraint, but to prevent | 
* Thy being like himſelf : for he doth know | 
* It once thou taſte this Fruit, it will be fo. | 
* Do thou but try, and tatte, and preſentlie | 
* Thov'lt hnd thy dim, dark Eye ſhall open'd be. 
&« This hidden Secret will be underltood, (Good! 
* And t1ou'lt know Evil, as thou now hoy: 
«© Lou ſhall become as Gods : and pray when ' 
* Tis ſo, what fear you ? who can puniſh then?! 
* Your wiſdom may the threatned Death evade, | 
* And with an cqual pow'r Heav ns pow'r _ 


' 


' 
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Thus ſpake the Tempter, and thou ſtraight didſt 
And treacherouſly to him didft quit the field. 'yield, 
preſs} Forthwith the faral Fruit with impious hand, 
Thou pluckſi,and catti,againit thy Ged scommand, 
, Branding thy (clf,*and thy poſterity, 
jeath] With Treaſons Guilt and endleſs miſery. 
And here, vile Soul ! I cannot chuſe but tell 
vil. } Thee one thing more that will increaſe thy Hell, 
Y The Devil had no power to compel! 
Thee to have taſted this his poiſonous Feaſt, 
But wilfully thou haſt God's Law tranſprett: 
For though thou had{t a pow'rtul Sword to weild, 
| Tempted toLuſt, thou cowardly didſt yield : 
> | Thoutothy ſclt doſt thy detiruttion owe, 
le, | And this doth preatly aggravate thy woe. 
| It want of ſtrength or weapons, it oppreſſion 
Do force a Man to givCup his poſſeflion, 
| Heis excus'd, and his unhappy fall 
inten} Condol'd, lamented, and bewaiPF'd of all, 
| Bud he deſcryeth neither love nor pity, 
y | That unconſtrain' d ſurrenders up a City 
| When he has pow'r to make firong, oppoſition, 
| Furniſht with Arms and warlike Ammunition, 
*d be.! Yet at one ſlender Sutnmons yields his Fort 3 
Good! The mis'ries he ſuttains in ſuch a ſort, 
Know! Reflect upon himfelf, and do redouble 
| His conſcious Anguilh, ſelf-accuſing Trouble, 
then?! Juſt as the Southern Sun with butning beams, 
vade, | Refleting trom a Wall with tierce extreams, 
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Above its natural firength or wonted courſe, 

Scorches and burns with a far greater force ; 

So do thoſe Flamcs, firli kindled with deire, 

Grow dangerous, and prove the fironger tire, 

The wounds recciv d trom (elt-contounding Arms, 

Have ever done poor Souls the greateſt harms. * 
There's yet another Circumltance behind, 

That aggravatcs thy ſmart, which, prethee mind. 

When once thy teartul Torments are begun, 

Thy fatal Glaſs will never ccaſe to runz (retire, 

Years hIl'd with months, and months with weeks 

Weeks hill d with days, & days with hours cxpirez 
And hours in nimble minutes (wittly fly 

Unto their End. But in Eternity 

There 15 no End, nor will thy wocs diminiſh, 

Although years, moneths, weeks, and hours hniſh. 

The toilſome Day when once it docs cxpirc, 

All Creatures here to plealing rett retire, 

Slaves, Bondmen, Priſoners,Captivcs.,all have eaſe, 

No Drudpery {o great, but then doth cealc, 6 

Each buſtling Day cnds in a Night of peace. 

But thou multi look to be with pains opprett, 

W here mid-day torments tind no night of Reſts 

Death puts a period to the greateti grict, 

I'th ſilent Grave the weary tnd xelict : 

But wiſh't-tor Dcath trom thee thall ly away, 

Eternity's a never-ending Day. 

Where th' angry mouth ot Jultice loud doth cry, 

Here muſt thou ever, ever, ever lic, 


How 
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ow miſerable ! ah how ſad s thine end! 
Vhen thou, in vain ſhalt court Death tor thy friend. 
{cn now do fly trom Death,whilli Death purſues, 
211t then (hall ſeek to Death, who will refuſe 
kt their Requelt ſuch favour to afford, 
5 trees them txom that Breath giv'n by the Lord. 
cath knows no pity 3 Nay, oblerve it well, 
Tis Death that opens wide the Gates of Hell, 
Vhere thou muſt be tormented with the Devils, 
As the jult puniſhment of all thy evils, 
itirefſcd Soul! oh unto what (hall I 
ompare thy eaſclc(s, endleſs miſery ! 
n various Volumes ot the World's Records, 
trange Tortures we may hind exprelt by words 
But Oh ! ſo great, fo fore is thy dilireſs, 
As ficth can't bear't, fo words can't it expreſs. 
Jevils rcjoycc, and welcom 4n the Day 
That crowh'd thcir Conquetts with forich a prey 5 
To fee thee thus quite buricd in thy ſpoils, 
Berett ot Earthly joys, and Heav*nly finiles 3 
And1I do tear th' incen{cd God above 
Wi hdirctul Wrath will quickly thee remove 


FInto that placc---, But hark ! methinks I hear 


Some dreadtul noiſ{c---{ec how the Mountains tear, 

And rending Hills, do into pieces fly, 

Whiltt Thugder bellows through the troubled sky : 

The Stars and Planets in contuhton hurl'd, 

Have banitht Naturcs order from the World, 

Sce how the melting Orbs of Hcaven (wear, 

Like Parchnicnt parch'd,& thrivePd up with heat; 
Swite 
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92 Mount Sinai, Book I, 


Swift Lightning flaſhes through the Air appear, 
And now, O hark! the dreadtul Trump I hear, 
It ſounds exceeding loud, enough to make . 


The Dead from their deep filent Graves awake, 

And fioutelt Sinners ſtubborn hearts to quake. 

Ah! *tis Mount Sinaz, God himſclf is come | 

Now to convince thee oft thy final Doom. | 

The Law and Juſtice will thee now Arraign: 

Poor Soul ! tor thee: my Soul's in bitter pain. 

From them be ſure no Mercy thou wilt mcet, 

Although thou ſhouldſt turn Suppli'nt at their feet. 

Their method is ſo rigid, fo ſevere, 

The Guilty by no means they ever ſpare. 

Awake, awake, poor Soul! and look about, 
ehovah doth command the Sinner out, 

And active Juſtice having ſciz'd her faſt 

Doth hale her to the Judgment-ſeat in haſt. 


Fuſtice, 

Moſt Soveraign Lord ! who dares i*th leaſt gainſay 
What thou commandit ? thy Word I mult obey. 
Lo! herel bring this wretched Priſoner forth 
Unto thy Bar, who mad'lt both Heaven and Earth, 
See! with what dread the trembling wretch doth 
To know thy Sactcd Pleaſure & Command. (tiand, 


Febovah, 


Faſtice, What 1s her Fact? her Crimes declare ; 
I paticntly will now the mattcr hear, 
Tuſtice, 
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Faſtice. 
C Then will I legally, my Lord , proceed, 
And preſently her black Inditment reade.(Crimes, 
Come forth thou Conſcious wretch, and hear thy 
(In wicked deeds thou didfi begin betimes. 
By th* name of Soxl, thou ſtandlt indicted here, 
Being, without true Grace and godly tear, 
Mott treacherouſly in Eden long ago, 
Didit then and there, with God's moſt horrid Foe, 
Conſpire againſt his Soveraign Majelty, 
To the dethroning of him privily 
Then ſctit chou up a Traitor in his place, 
And traiterouſly his Image did(t detace, 
And ever lince halt in Rebellion ſtood, 
Purſuing Evil, and forſaking Good. 
For Treaſon, Murder, Thett, thou ttand(ſt Indicted: 
Theſe Crimes wcre all in thy fit tact united. 
Nay, more then this, yet worſer is thy Cauſe, 
Thou art Arraign'd tor-breach of all thoſe Laws, 
Which in thy Nature God at firſt inprav'd, 
The ſame, thou haſt in every point deprav'd. 
h, | This Royal Law much haſt thou violated, 
And every Day thy Crimes arc aggravated. 
That Spirit's ſtil] in thee which was at heft, 
When God did thee out oft his Garden thruſt 3 
Thou f1d'ſt with Satan, and doſt him obey, 
Not minding what, or God, or good men fay. 
All Evil Rebels in thy Houſe remain, 
And nobly there thou doſt them entertain, 
Whilſe 


/ 
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Whilſt God thou hat'ſt, his proffer'd Love rfuſe, 
And precious Patience daily doſt abuſe. 
Theretore, my Lord ! the worthy is of Death, 
As ever any that on Earth drew Breath. 


Jehovah, 

Soul ! What doſt ſay, hold up thy guiley head, 
Thou unto this Indictment now muſt plead : 
Guilty, or not Guilty, L charge thee, ſpeak 3 
Leit Juſtice doth {cverer Courles take, 


Soul, 

I dare not {ay I am nut Guilty, Lord, 
Of ſome ot thetic toul Crimes which I have heard 
Read in my Charge, *tis vain tor to deny, 
My Conſcience makes mc Guilty, Gittty, cry. 
Thy Law 1s broke, which doth all Luſt torbid 3 
My Sin I know trom thee cannot be hid. 
Although mcthinks Jaſtice ſeems roo (evere, 
For the whole Charge hee! ſcarcely make appear. 


Jehovab. 

Art guilty of that tw{t and hainous Crime, 
Which was commicted, Soul, in Ancient tine, 
By him who was thy Repreſentarive, 

From whom thy evil Nature didti derive ? 

Tt guilty of chat one horrid Otfence, 

"Ts calic for thee to perceive trom thence 
Thou art under my Juſt and teartul Curſe, 
Condemncd by thy God, what can be works ? 


To 
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B, Soul. 
* | To Adam's Sin, Lord, I muſt guilty plead 
Nay, and to many an actual Evil Deed. 


Divine Juſtice. 
The Priſoner does contels her vile offence, 
l, And now there needs no turther Evidence. 
Shall Execution, Lord ; on her be done? 
How canlt thou bear fuch a Rebellious one? 
Lord, let me firaightway firike the fatal blow, 
Let her with vengeance to Hell-torments go. 
She's guilty, even by her own Confethon, 
Ot heaping up Tranſgrethion on Tranſgretſion. 
4d |} She's in my Dcbt, ſhe cannot it diſown, 
And I demand my Right, Cone, pay it down. 
Ten thouſand Talents 3 Sox! , thou oweſt 
Which mult be paid, and that tull ſpeedily. 


Soul. 
That I am in thy Debt I don't gainſay, 
Ir, | But have not one farthing now to pay. 
Some pity ſhow, I tor torbearance cry, 
Since thy Demands I cannot fatisty, 


Flt ice. 
Full ſatisfaction "tis chat Imulſt have, 
In vain from me you compolitions crave 3 
My Name is Juſtice, and my Nature fo, 
I never did, nor can I mercy ſhow. 
Soml. 
If there's no- mercy, then my fate is tad, 
Te} And never was there any News fo bad 
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For Adam's (ecd, who under Sin do lic, A 
All then mult FR to Eternity. 1 
Theologue. 
That God is gracious, Soul, is not deny'd, 
Yet Jultice will alſo be fatisty'd. L 
Conlider it thou cant the matter reach 3 A 
One Attribute God never will impeach [ 
To magnity another 3 He's fo Jult, V 
As to. take vengeance on each Sin and Lult 3 A 
Each Attribute know thou afſuredly E 
Mult mect togethcr in {weet Harmony. , 
Soul, MV 
What will thy Wrath, O Juſtice! then appealc ? 
Upon what terms wilt thou afford forme cate 
To me, atter this terrifying News ? 

Vouchſfafe to tell the means that I muſt ule, [ 
To fatishe a Judge that *s fo ſevere, q 
And will not of {weet Acts of pardon hear. T 
Ir 
Tuſtice, C 
There's nothing can appcaſe mc,that is leſs N 


Than a compleat and perte&t Righteoufnels 3 » & 
Like that thou hadſt whilſt thou in Eden ftogd; SI 


Nothing, fave ihis, will do thee any good, IT 
What e're is due to me of the old ſcore, T 
Muſt be paid down, or nevcr any more If 
Will the great God with thee concerned be N 
On graclous terms of Peace and Amitic T 


——— _—— —— 
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l 
A Sacrifice can only make thy peace, 
That, that alone, will cauſe my wrath to ceaſe, l 


| Soul, 

Tf that be all, Ile get a Sacrifice 3 | 
Let me confider, what thall I deviſe ? 
A thouſand Rams, and Rivers of {ſweet Ol], | 
I le offer up but tor one gracious Smile 3 
With tac of tirltling Lambs Vle Heaven invoke, 
And purcit Incenſc up like Clouds ſhall ſmoke 3 
Each Morn Ile facritice whole Hecatombs, 

With Frankincenle, and ſweet Arabian Gums. 
! theſe, O Lord ! I offer up to thee 3 
M. ; they atone for mine Iniquity ? 


_—_ "Ms 


(ec? 


Faſtice. | 

Ohno! give o're thoſe trifling low deligns 3 
The Ealtcrn Spices and the Weſtern mines 
Uniced, arc too mean an Offering 
To fatisty this great incenſcd King; | 
In ſuch poor ofterings God does take no pleaſure x 
Could(i thou therefore procure all Exropes Treaſure 3 
Nay, all the Wealth that in the World has bin, 
'Tould not his wrath appeaſe for one ſmall fin, 
Shouldit thou thy dearelt Son or Daughter take 
For Sacrifice, *twould no Atonement make ; 
The tiviit of thine own Body were in vain 
For thy Soul's hn a pardon to obtain. © | 
No Friend or Brother can'ft thou now find out 
To pay thy Ranſom, or releaſe thee outy 
A H Theis 


© 


ac ance tina ad. eo ed oe ooh ig 


—_ _— . 
Mn” =. a. + 


—____—__————— ——__——— 


o3® Angels can't ſatisfie Fuſtice, Book I, 
Their Riches never can be help tor thee, 
Noronce redeem thy Soul from miſery. 

Nay, couldſt thouyet aſcend to Heaven above, 
And holy Angels with compatſſhon move ' 

Fox to enzage for thee, and ſignify , 
That in thy ſtead, and for thy (ake they'd die, 

It would not do} for in them*s no ſuch worth 
As to remove thy guilt, appeaſe God's wrath, 
Their Glory's great, as holy Scriptures ſhow 3 
Yetall they have and arc to God they owe. 

They cannot help thee in thy great diltrels, 

Nor ſatisfy the Law thou dolt tranſgrels. | 

In brict, look where thou wilt 3 no Balſaun''s tou 1 
In any Creature for to cure thy wound. 1 
No Surety can'ft thou get ; then come away, | 
Eternal Torments mult thy Reckoning pay» ' | 


J Soul, | 

q | Hold, hold, thou art too haſty ard ſevere, | 
* To one wordmorel pray thee lend an Ear, 

E will amend my life , it this be (o. 

The Promiſe runs to ſuch as truly do 

Their Evil courſes leave; I hope hereby 
Thou wilt ſome pity ſhow, not let me dic. 


Divine Juſtice. 
t ond Soul ! though ſuch thy promiſes Indeed 
So otten broke, deſerve but little heed 3 
Yet grant thou ſhouldſt henceforth with (xiRteſt cas; 
Endcavour thineoffences to repair, 
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Chap.6 . Man's Righteouſneſs filthy rags. 99 | 
Couldit thou fo live, as never to fin more, | 
Will this, doſt think, pay off thy former ſcore ? 
Can thine imperfect Righteouſneſs to come, 
Diſcharge of by-palt ills, ſo vaſt a ſum? 

When even that which thou callſt Righteouſneſs 
It (elf wants pardon, and mult Guilt confeſs. 
When thy Bond's ſu'd, thou dot thy ſelf forget, 
To offer menſtruous Rags to pay thy Debt 3 

For what is palt, not tuture, I demand, 

And thou ſhalt feel the rigors of my hand. 


Soul, 
Lord! then I'm drown'd in an Abyſs of feats, 
It hearty Sighs, nor peniteatial Tears 
Can waſh meclcan, nor yet relieve my wo : 


My caſe is deſp'rate, what ſhall Mortalsdo ? 


Dwine Juſtice. 

It thou with Tears could(t the vaſt Ocean fill, 
Or grieve till thou thy ſelt with ſorrows kill, 
And make ten thouſand Rivers with thy blood, 
*T would not contribute the leaſt dram of Good, 
Nay, couldit thou live, and never more offend, 
Yet for old fins to Hell I muſt thee ſend, 
To th' place of Execution thou mult go : 
Lord, ſhall I firike, O ſhall I firike the blow ? 
Lo, here the Soul, condemned wretch doth ftand 3 
My Ax is up, it thou but giv'ſt command, 
T preſently will cut her down with Ire, 
Fit tewcl for an Eycilaſting tire. 

H 2 Divine 


Y oſs) Divine At:ributes united, Book 1, | 


Divine Mercy. 
Stay, Juſtice! hold, torbear to ſtrike 3 ſhall I 

My Glory loſe to all Eternity ? 
Though thouart jult, as juft as God can be, 
Yet ſomething Mortals fiill expe& from me. 
*Tis gracious Love and pity I afford, 
In me ſhines forth the Glory of the Lord : 
In me God doth ( O Jutiice ) take delight, 
Though thou art pleaſant alſo in his fight. 
How ſhall we both then meet in Harmony, 
And ſhinc in ſpendor to Eternity ? 


Divine Wiſdom. 

I have found out the way, which will you both 
With cqual Majelty and Glory cloath. 
God is as jult as Juſtice doth require, 
And yet as kind as Mercy can detire, 
Here is a glorious Prince come trom above, 
Who all ob{tructions quickly will remove, 
Which in the way of the poor Soul doth lie, 
And you appeaſe, and jointly fatisty 3 
To ſave her now from the internal pit, 
I have a Ranſom tound, a Ranſom ht. 


Divine Juſtice, 

I cannot hold;--- Ile tirike the fatal Blow : 
Hell the deſeryes3 with vengeance let her go 
Unto the place appointed tor all them 
\Whodo God's holy Laws and Grace contemn. 


Jeſis 


———————— 


| Chap. 6. Chriſt's Bowels. 101 | 

44 ok | 
Feſus Prince of Light. | 

O who is this ? What Traitor's at the Bar, 

That is condemn'd, and Juftice wo'nt deter 

The Execution? ſpeak, hold up thy head 3 

Halt any thing to ſay? What canli thou plead ? 

Mcthinks, methinks, I ſhould this Creature know : 

Ah! Sorwl, is't thee? What ſhall I for thee do ? 

I cold thee what thy ſtate would be i'th end, 

When tinii my Love to thee I did commend. 

Soul ! Speak,”*tis I, why dolt thou not look up ? 

I'm ſorely griev'd to think upon the Cup 

That is prepar'd for theez What doſt thou fay ? 

Shall 1 ſtep in, that Faeſtice may delay 

To ltrike the ſtroke, tor then too late *twill bc 

th To ſhow my Love and pity unto thee ? 

Halt any kindneſs for me in thine Heart ? 

I doubt that ſt1]] thou the ſame Creature art 

Thou walt betore? and haſt no love at all: | 

Why ſpeak(t thou not ? (hall vengeance on thee fall? | 

Ah! how can I {ce Execution done, 

And Tears not trom mine Eyes like Rivers run ? 
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; Divine Juſtice, 
Lord, be n't conccrn'd, ſhe is thy bitter Foe 3 
Oh let me therefore treely tirike the blow. 
There's nought in her but Sin,and poiſonous Evil ; 
To God a Foe, and Friend unto the Devil. 


H 3 TESUS.. 
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102 wriſt's Bow Book I, 


TESUS. 

I know not how to let this ſtroke be given, 
For I am come on purpoſe down from Heaven 
To make Atonement, and to fatisty 
For all her fins and foul Iniquity. 

Thongh (he to me doth no affection bear, 
Yct her I pity, and do love molt dear. 


—_ FETETES Mi att " 


Juſtice. 

Bleſt F ES US! hold, *tismy juſt Maſter's ſenſe, 
» Abuſed Mercy muft have recompence, 
There is no other way but ſhe mui dic, 
Unleſs thou wilt be her Securitic : 
It in her ftcad thy lite thou wilt give up, 
Then mayſt thou ſave her trom this bitter Cup. 
The price which thou on that account wilt pay, 
Will make a Compenſation, ard defray 
All her vaſt Debts, yca plenarily 
God's wrath appcaſe, and Juſtice ſatisfy, 
What mult be done? Who is't the ſtroke muſt bear ? 
I;'r not moſt tit ſuch ſhould who guilty arc ? 

- .] cannot hold my hand, nor longer (tay, 
* Law mutt be ſatisfy'd, what doſt thou lay, 
Thou wretched Soul? behold the knite and ſpear ' 
Can'lt thou.dolt think,God's feartul vengeance bear? 
Now, Soxl ! look to thy {elt, this Spcar 1'le run 
lato thy Bowels, cre I it return, 


FESUS, 
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, IChap.7, Chriſt's Bowels. 103 
TESVUS. 


Stay Juſtice, ſtay, withold thy furious Dart, 
And, lct its glittring point firtt pierce my Heart, 
Her guilty ſtate aloud calls tor relict, 

It wounds my Soul and hills my Heart with griet. 
My Bowels ycarn, my inward parts do move, 
Now, now's the time to ſhow her my great I ove. 
Let Law and Juſtice be {athc'd in me, 

ec *Tis I will die, to (et the Sinner tree. 

Behold me, Soxl ! my life ſhall go tor thine, - j 


_———_ 


T will redeem thee with this Blood of mince, 
Although moſt Precious, Sacred, and Divine. = 
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CHAP. VIL 


r 2 
Shewing what Conſultations there were amongſt | 
the infernal Spirits to bring Jeſus Prince of | 
Light, under the power of Death, a Councit | 
r ! called in Hell : the Princes of tbe fallen Angels in 
1? a deep combination againſt him, for fear their | 


Kingdom ſhould fall, and the poor Creature be deli» 
ered, The grand Counſel of Old Satan is taken. © 
He enters into. Judas. Judas's fin diſcovered. } 
S, Teſts is apprehended, A terrible battel, or Chriſt's 

| ; H 4 Agony 
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104 The Soul in Enmy. Book.1. 
Agony before his Paſſion, Sin and Wrath combine 


together : ſhewing the Prince's Conqueſts over them 
both. Seven aggravations of Chriſt's ſorrows in the 
Garden ; and a Dialogue between the Devil, King 
of Darkneſs, and Death, the King of Terrors, 


. 


Erc let's a while refle&t with careful heed ; 
What ! doth the guiltle(s tor the guilty bleed? 

This may aftoniſha!l , here's Love indeed ! 

Do Mortals ever greater love extend, 

Then to lay down their lives tor a dear Friend ? 
But tor a Prince, a mighty Prince to dic, 

Not tor a Friend, but for an Encmy, 

Convicted and condemn'd tor horrid Treaſon, 
Thus to (icp in at that moſt Critick fealon, 

When juſc the fatal blow was to be given 3 
AThis Love's above our Reach, higher than Heaven, 
Dceper than Ocean Seas, ſo Inhnite, 

As well deſerves our wonder day and night. 
What ? Was the Fathcr trce-his Son to give, 

His dear and only Son, that ſhe might live ? 

And doth the Son th midſt of Encmics 

Yicld up himſelt to be a Sacritice ? 

Yet who can be (6 bold to lay their Hands 

Upon this Prince,that Heaven & Earth commands? 
How fhall this thing be now accompliſhed ? 

And by , what means ſhall his dear Blood be ſhed ? 
Let's now inquire who is't that will conſent 
To be tlic grand and chictcſt Inſtrument 


To 
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ine | Tocxecute this precious ſpotleſs Lamb, 

em | Who tor this purpoſe down from Heav'n came ? 

the Has he on Earth any ſuch ſpighttul Foe, 

ng | As dare's attempt this *mazing thing to do ? 
You heard before he daily was bcſer, 

And with what Enemies he often mer ; 

But now his hour is drawing very near. 

Great Conſultations *mongſt his Focs there were, 
) 


How they might take his bleſſed Lite away, 
Who ſcem'd hini{clt impaticnt of delay. 
He long'd unti] his work were hniſhed, 

. Which could not be until his blood were ſhed : 
And though he had moſt raging Encmies, 
Yet knew they not what project to deviſc 
To bring this bloody traitcrous decd to pals, 
Which long before by them deſigned was : | 
Until : Apollyon tinding by his Art : | 
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n, The dire Intentions harbour'd in their Heart, 
Doth rouſe them up, and tft the marrer (ture 
To the Internal powers, to wake them il | 
A ſecond time upon this Prince to fall, 
Then Belzebub, Satan, and Lucifer, | 
Conſult atfrcth how to renew the War, 


And to this purpoſe wcee'l ſuppoſe they we: 


Apallyon. 
5? Shake off your fears, and ſpcedily let's make 
The {rrongett Head that potlibly we can 
, Againſt this ſtrong, this Devil-amazing, man. 


Now,npw's the day,lct's bring him toDcath's ſting, 
And then with ſhouts of Triumph we may ting : 
'0 For 
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'To6 The Caballof Hell. Book I, 


For over Death 'tis we the power have, 
And we may ſure ſ{ccure him in the Grave. 
*Tis he alone who trights us in our ſtation, 
And puts us all into great Conſternation. 
Our Kingdom by this means is like to fall, 
And we thereby beruin'd great and ſmall. 

J have engag'd him once, but could not ſtand 
I know his {trength, he has a pow'rful Hand. 


3 


Bel zebub, 


My Sentence is for War 3 this Enterprize 
Well managed, will make our Kingdom riſe, 
And re-inthrone us in our Antient Skies, 

To a great Height and flouriſh, as before : 
' When he 15s down, we'l let himriſe no more. 
Can we but once deprive him of his Life, 

*T will put an end to all our tears and trite. 


Lwifer, 


Dominions, Pow'rs, and Principalities 
You all in danger ate 3 awake and riſc 
From off your Scats, and lazy Beds of Down : 
Sleep you ſecure, or, tear not the dread frown 
Of him who caſt you down, and joys to (ee 
Your abject ſtate contelſs his Victory ? 
Shall all our brave internal Regiments yield, 


And baſely quit the even yet doubttul Field ? Cc 

What? by enc man (hall ſuch a pow'rtul Hoſt H 

Bc overcome, and all at once bc loſt ? A; 
Come, 
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ome, ſhew your valour, le command the Van, 
ſho we're toengagewithone that's more thanMan, 

'et fear himnot » why doth each ſpirits hand | 
Shake thus ? why do you all amazed liand ? | 
Aas none foand out a way to make him yield, 
And cither by traud or torce toquit the Field ? 

At this old Satan roſe trom oft his Seat, 
Ready to burſt with Rage and Malice great, 
And caſt a terrible look ( it minded well ) 
Enough to fright all th' Devils out of Hell, 


Su Satan. | 

You mighty Lords of the Infernal Lake, | 

| FHark unto me, who for our Empires fake 

Have now devis'd a Stratagem, that may 

It I miſtake not ) prove the only way 

To bring about the Ruin of our Foe, 

Whom 1 both hate and dread, as you well know :; 

There is his Servant Judas , he's our Friend, 

And into him torthwith will I deſcend, 

Who by my ſtrong perſualtions ſoon will do 

That which may make for's Maltcr's overthrow. 

He will betray him to our Servants hand, 

| Who will ſecure him ſafe at your Command, 

And put himunto Death, who when deliroy'd, 

We nev:r any more ſhall be annoy'd. 
They all agreed to what old Satan (aid, 

Combining jointly to atliſt and aid 

Him in this great, though curled enterpriſe, | 

And bid him make what halt he could deviſc. 

e, Delavs 
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198 Fwulas bis Treaſon, Book I, |. 
Delays are dangerous, Devils well know that: C 
But why need they Grim Satan inſtigate ? Tl 
He nceds not be provoked to make halte, Te 
When *tis to injure Souls 3 or them to waſte 3 F 
Or wreck his Malice,Rage, and Helliſh ſpight - Ba 
On the (ſweet perſon of the Prince of Light. (1 
For now, alas ! is come the diſmal hour, vi 
The time of Darkneſs. And Hell's direful pow'r T 
No ſooner ſpoke, but Satan flew away, Bi 
, Winged with ſpight, impatient of delay. - = 2. 
He takes poſſcilion of poor Fuds heart, A 
And unto him in ſecret doth impart A 
The grand 'Dehign of this Cabal of Hell; SL 
Who preſently conſents, and likes it well. A 
Away he goes, reſ(olv'd the work to do: 1] 
A work, Lord, didI ſay? ſad work ! Oh who N 
Could think that a Diſciple could do this, T 
Betray his Lord with a talſe treach*rous kiſs ? H 
Perfidious wretch! what villany's here ? T 
Who can conceive the Crime ? or who declare A 
The horrid nature of this vile offence ? T 
Tranſcending all degrees of infolence. | H 
No treacherous Ad like it was done on Earth, v 
Since Man fir{t from enlz ned Clay took breath. H 
Where was thy Conſcience, wretch, it did not fly Ir 
Into thy face tor this Impiety ? SI 
Wereall his wondrous works out of thy mind, T 
His tcnder Love and pity to mankind ? T 
' Betray the Son of Man! Can this be fo ? vw 
VWhat hadit thou in thine Eve? what made thee do | Fe 
Thi-4 W 
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This horrid deed ? Was't mony did thee move 
To forfeit thy Allegiance, and thy love ? 
'Twas from that hlthy Root, Root of all Evil ! 
Baſe ſordid Gain, thou (oldit Chriſt to the Devil; 
(That is to thoſe vile men ke did employ 
To perpetrate this curſed Tragedy.) (him; 
This ſhew'd thy malice, and how thou didſt hate 
Pw tell us, Judas ! at what price didft rate him ? 
| Whatprice didſt ſet upon his bleſſed Head ? 

Are Thirty pence enough ? What, valued 
At this low price ?--Is Jeſus worth no more ? 
Sucha ſad Bargain ne're was made before. 
A Box of Ointment's worth, in thy eſteem, 
Three hundred pence , and doſt thou value him 
Not to amount in worth *bove the Tenth part ? 
Thou thew*(t how blind,and how deceiv'd thou art? 
He whoſe moſt precious perſonage out-ſhines 
The tading Luſtre of all Ophirs Mines. 
And carries (weeter Odours in his Breaſt, 
Than all the Spices that perturne the Eaſt 3 
He that's Omnipotencies choice delight, 
Whom trembling Angels worſhip day and night; 
He that the Saints above all Worlds do prize, 
In whom all worth and true enjoyment lics z 
Shall he be fold at ſucha rate? O he! 
Thou wilt repent it to Ecerniric, 
That thou did(t ever {uch a Bargain make: 
What ? Thirty Bits of curſed Silver take 
For th' Pearl of matchleſs price; thou ſordid Sot ! 
Wile thou be trading, when thou knowelt not 


What 
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110 Son of Perdition, Book 1] © 
'What *tis thou ſcIPſ ? Fool, *tis a precious ſtone, | B< 
The Indian Quarries yield not ſuch an one, A 
Worth nm.ore than Heaven & Earth.But it is gone? | V 
So rich a Jewel loli ?--- Go howl and cry H 
Tho'lt bang thy ſelf; next in Hell-torments fry, | H 
And who can pity thee? I prethee who A 
To ſuch a Traytor will compathon ſhow ? T 
Now *c1is too late thou dolt begin to mourn 3 T 
Better ( vile wretch ) thou never hadſi been born, | © 
Under ivcenicd wrath, ah! now he lies, Bi 
Where flames torment, and Conſcience territics, A 
Be not offended, Sirs, I judg him not 3 B 
But his own Maſter's words can't be forgot, A 
Who ſpcaking ot his fad and fintul fall, A 
"Doth him the Suu of black perdition call, A 
And ſays that he is 1ot. Chrili is the Judge, Ir 
And to repeat his Sentence who can grudge ? [ 
But to procced--- how can my fpirits hold ? A 

I nced Relict, my heart (alas ) grows cold, S 
Whiltt I with wonder look on what's behind, 1 
Soul-n:clting pity overwhelms my mind. u 


Vw ho can ot luch heart-breaking fuft rings hcar, 
' And not dillolve each Eye into a Tear ? 

Ear, ah ! mcthinks ſomcthing doth intervene, 

The thought of which puts me to as much pain, 

As doth the fad, but uſctul Contemplation 

Of his unhappy happy bloody pathon. 

Then let's ret1cat, and to the Garden go, 

For in that p'ace began his grievous wor: 
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Chap. 7. Sin and Wrath, It 


Beforc he doth with th* King of Terrors fight, - 
Another King ſets on him tull of ſpight, 
Whoſe powr's great, by curſed uſurpation, 
He domineers and rules o're every Nation 

He brings the Mighty down unto his feet, 
And makes them all with rigour to ſubmit : 
The good, the bad, the wile, the old, the young, 
The rich, the poor, the beautitul, and ſtrong , 
All that live, or e*re liv'd, have worſted bin * 
By this proud lofty one, whoſe name is $ I N. 
A Baſtard Devil of moſt monſtrous Birth, 
Begot in Hell, by Satan firſt brought forth 3 
Alrcady you have of his Malice heard, 

And how in wrath he never Mortal ſpar'd. 

A crafty Foe, who oftner ſteers his courſe 

In all his wars, by fraud than open force 2 

"Tis he that keeps the Soul in Iron Chains, 
And robs her of all Senſe 3 leſt thoſe great pains 
She otherwiſe might feel, ſhould make her cry 
To be deliver d from his ſlavery 

Unlcls our Feſus doth this Foc deftroy, 

The Sort he loves he never can enjoy. 

He had with him before oft a hard Duel, 

And worlied him, cſcaping 21l his cruel 
Attaques, but rallying now with other Foes 
He joyns, to lay on more impetuous blows. 
Well may we dread here an amazing Fight, 
For lo! with him contederatec in our fight 

The Wrath of God, moſt fearful to behold : 
Both theſe ſad Encmics, with courage bold, 
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Are making all the Head that & re they can 

Againlt this bleſſed Prince, the Son of Man, 

Oh ! let our Souls be arm'd with courage bold, 

Whiltt we this turious Battcl do behold. 

Before the Fight begins, do you not hear 

How he doth cry unto his Father dear 3 

O let this Cup from me, Lord, paſs away, 

Tf i be poſſible; Let it, I pray, 

Paſs from me, that of itI may not drink. 

Until this time hc never ſeem'd to ſhrink 

From any pain, conflict, or ſuffering 3 

This Combat is, alas, a dittercnt thing, 

From what bcforc he ever met withal 3 

From hencc he did unto his Father cal 

Once and again, rcpcating, of his cry, 

It'h ſenſe of what was now approaching nigh, 

Some may at this 'tis likely much admire, 

That our dear Saviour ſhould fo loud dclire 

To bedeliver'd trom that bitter Cup, 

Which was prepared for him to drink up. 

It did not rife tor his unwillingneſs , 

But from the pain, the anguith, and diſtre(s 

*Twould bring him to: this bumane Nature's weak. 

From thence he might ſuch ſupplications make. 

Ah! wrath Divine, what humane Soul can bear ? ? 

But of Divinity 1:0 hath his ſhare, iy G 

Which doth again his fainting ſpirit chear, 0 

And fuch ſupport he needs---Caft but an Eye, 

Sec how the Cumbatants with tury fly | 
Upon 
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Upon each other > What a Battel's hete, 

Enough to melt oar Souls into a tear. 

Lo! the firſt blow that Sin and Wrath doth give, 

It is the worlt he ever did receive. 

Behold ! how frightfully grim Wrath doth frown 

Nay, more, the Prince ſeems by their {irength- caſt 

Now Sin & Wrath upon him both do lie, (down. 

Which makes him groan, and bitterly tocry, 

With panting brealt, and half-expiring Breath, 

My Soul i ſorrowful, e'n wito Death, | 
Can the great Prince of Earth and Heaven feel 

Such heavyſtrokes, as thus to make him reel ? 

The diſmal weight of Sin this doth declare3 

None buta. FE $ U $ could it fully bear, 

Happy are we, as the bleſt Prophet (aid, 

Our Help: was upon One that's mighty laid. 

Could man or Angel ev'r have born all this, | 

And not have been caſt down to th* deeplt Abyſs? 

Nay oft this mighty One, Saint Mark hath rais'd 

Our Wonder higher, He was ſore amaz'd; 

Nay more than this, he fell pon the Ground : 

No Soul before ſuch anguilh ever found, 

To ſee the Lord of Life brought to the Earth, 

Under the preſſure of God's heavy Wrath 

And that he fuffer'd alt this in our ſtead, 

May make our Souls to ſtand aſtoniſhed 3 

Eſpecially, it to theſe Trials we. 

Shall add his great and bloody Agony, 

Wherein the ſweat fell trom him as he ſtood, 

n [a Crimſon dy, like A drops of blood. 


© 4 i. 


Ah | 
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Ah! precious Lord ! this work was very ſore 3 | 
But ſtill thy Love, and its bleti Vertue's more 3 
Through all theſe Toils thou graſplt at Victory, 
And Captive lead'|t at laſf Captronty. 
It Sin that day had not receiv'd a fall, 

Grim Death and Hel! had quickly {wallow'd all 
The race of Man, we all had been undone, 


No help, no hope, no lite tor any one 
Sin was condemn'd, it had a tatal blow. 


That now to Saints it little hurt cando. : 
But to proceed, here 1 ſhall now relate E 
Some things which very much do aggravate A 
The ſufferings which Chritt in's Soul indur'd, B 
When he this Congquelt tor our Souls procur'd 3 z v 
No greater ſorrows did he ever know» P 
Than thoſe which then his Soul did undergo. A 
| | L 
F | s + 
Several CircumBances which demonſirate the! 
Greatneſs of our Saviours ſufferings in his 
Soul in the Garden, M 
Firſt. = 
They did not ſeize him with the Ieaft ſurprize A: 


From thence oft-times doth great Amazement riſe | 
Unto poor Mortals; we are not aware > 
Otr-times what's nigh, know nothing of the ſnare. 
But thus *twas not with: the blek Prince of Light 1 
W hat can bt hid trom Great Jehovah's fight ? 
He 
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He knew full well what would upon him fall; 
Yet when it came, fo great, ſurpailing all 

Were th* Griefs he felt, he m amaze doth call 
Unto his Father dear moſt carneſily, 

If "twere his will #0 let that Cup paſs by. 


Secondly. 

It was the very thing he came to do, I 
And yct cry'd out in ſuch fad fort; O who & 
Can then conctive what he did undergo ? 

He freely did his precious Lite give up 3 

And yet he's ready to refiefe the Cup. 

He takes it ( as it were ) into his hand 

Moſt willingly, but preſently doth ſtand 

Pauſing a while * then puts it to his Lip, 

And =s he had took one bitter frp, 

Looks upto Heav'ns and cryes, O may it be 

Thy will, dear God, this Cup might paſs from me. 


; Thirdly. > 
He knew unleſs he drank it tp, that we ) 
Mult periſh All to all Eternitie 3 
And that his coming would prove all in vain, 
If he refuſed for us to be ſlain 3 
And yet with ſighs and groans how did he cry, 
In ſenſe of wrath, and that extremity, 
Which he beheld would quickly overtake him, 
When once his blefſed Father did forfake him ! 


fz Fourthly, 
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Fourthly. 
The Angels which did there to him appear, 
Demontirate plain how great his ſorrows were: 
For like as one diſtreſſed, makes complaint, 
Quite tired out, and all his ſpirits faint, { 
Needs to be frengthned by ſome faithful F riends } 
So God to him did Holy Angels ſend, 
For to relieve and comfort him that Day, | 
When $# and Wrath fo heavy on him lay, | 


Fifthly, | 
But what's Aſſiſtance trom an Heavenly Hoſt, 
To the great Power ot the Holy Ghoſt ! 
Some little meaſiue of the Spirit hath 
Cauſed bleſt Saints to triumph over Death, 
How have they ſung with flames about their Ears, 
Contemning, pains, regardle(s of all tears ? 
This Spirit relied on him bodily, 
| Without meaſure; and yet how doth he cry ! 
As ſcarce well knowing which way to bear up, 
Whil(t he partakes of this molt paintul Cup. 
This greatly doth his fuff*rings amplity 
To humane ſenſe; it weighed (criouſly. 


Sixthly, ( Tears”? 
O Lord! what means theſe melting ſighs and ; 
Why i is thy Soul amaz'd, why h1l'd with Fears ? - 
Ah! *tis enough to break our hearts tothink 
Upon that bittcr potion thou didtt drink 3 
Thom 
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Thou knewſt thy ſorrows would be quickly o're, 
And then thou ſhouldit ne*r figh nor ſuffer more ; 
*T was trom thy worth, both Wrath and Faltice Crycs, 
We are appeas'd with this thy Sacrifice, | 
Might not the ſhortneſs of this Conflict yield 
Thee ſome Reliet ? Betides thou knew'ſt the Field 
Thou ſhould(t obtain, the Conquelt was thine own, 
And quickly too the Conflict would be gone. 
T'th! midlt of Wars, or anguiſh, Men indure, 
If any can them certainly aſſure, 
That in ſhort time their Troubles will be over, 
They ſtraight rouſe up their ſpirits to recover, 
And patiently reſolve to bear the ſmart, 
For this is like a Cordial to the Heart, 
All this thou knew'R, and more abundantly ; 
Yet Sins dire weight fo heavily did lie, ; 
That with (irong groans & horror thou didſt cry.) 
The Torments, Lord ! of Hell took hold on thee, 
Our Souls from that devouring Wrath to tree, 
But why didlt thou intoa Garden go 
Thus to encounter with the helliſh Foc ? 
Was it becauſe there hr{t began our woe ? 
Or, was it, Lord, to have uscall to mind 
When we in Walks and Gardens pleaſures find, | 
What thou didtt tor us in a Garden bear, 
To take our Hearts from flitting pleaſwres here ? 
But ſtop, my Mule ! look back, and let us ſec 
What did ſucceed Fudas his Treachery. 
O mind, what Joy's amongſt th* Internal Crew, . 


In hopes ot what 1s likely to enſue, 
I 3 Hark 
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Hark how thoſe Scrietchowls cry, but with ſmall rea- 

As will be maniteſted in its {cafon. ( fon, 
It was decreed the Glorious Prince ſhould dic, 

Already you have heard the reaſon why. 

And though the tirlt contrivance was Divine, 

Yet Hell hercby had alſo a dekgn 

Ot horrid miſchict 3 and tor that intent 

They tixſt prompt on the curſed Inſtrument, 

For having try'd thcir utmoſt ſtrength betore 

In open torce, they will engage no more 

In that vain way z but now rclolve to try 

W hat may be done by Helliſh policy. 

This Projc& taking hitherto fo well, 

New Srmmons ſiraight arc iflued out in Hell 

To al} Jnfernal Spirits to make ſpced, 

And pulh on boldly the lali carſed Decd 

Fearing, this Prince would prove a mortal Foe, 

Their Hcllith Kingdom utterly o'rethrow , 

And bring them to deſ{crved punithment, 

( For old and lattcr Treafons they invent ) 

Where they perpetual Tortures {hall ſuſtains 

They fearcd alſo that he would again | 

Reliore that poor condemn'd degencrate 

Forſaken Wretch, unto her tilt Eſtate, 

Which ſhe by Luſi had loſt nay, turthcr more, 

Make her more famous than ſhe was bctorc. 

Which to prevent, they all conſult the way, 

How him to Death with (pecd thcy way betray, 

From's Heav'nly Kingdom to be baniſhe quite, 

And cvcr kept under the ſhades o'ch Night, | 

Various 


ets al 6 De >. et I >. bs 


[. | Chap.7; Jews influenc'd by Satan, 1c9 
| Various their treacherows Confultations be, 
Y<t all on Death do mutually agree. 
{pollyon pulhr it on” with raging haſte ; 
Put Satan, cry'd, Forbcar, drive not too faſt. 
vuch mighty mattcrs call tor Contultation 3 
We thrike uncertain. when we firike in pathon. 
{hus black-mouth'd Envy op'd his ſaaky Jaws, 
To have them conduct well their Hellith czule ; 
Fre turther you proceed in this deſign, 
Pray take,faith he,theſc tranftient thoughts of mine. 
The hearts. o'th Jews mult firlt prepared be 
With Pride, Revenge, and firongelt Enmity 3 
And we mult think upon ſome Friends that will 
Forlwear themiclves, our pleaſures to tultil 3 
Such Witneſſes our crazy Cauſc will nced, 
And ſuch muſt we provide too with all ſpecd. 
For wcll we know his Innocence 1s fuch, 
With the leaft ftain Truth could it never touch 3 
Theretgre thoſe Crimes he wants in verity, 
Malice mult raife, and Pcrurics ſupply 3 
And that they miy pals current when he's try'd, 
A Council we mutt pick, ft to decide c 
The matter right or wrong on our f1de, £ 
Bctides, *tis fit re we the work begin, 
We ſhould the King, of Terrors fimmon in. 
It his Commithon will not reach lo tar, 
In vain, alas. is all our preſent tir. 
His Paw'r is great, but don't you underſtand, 
He has retus'd to be at our Command, 
I 4 Not 


110 -— Tyrant Death. Book.T, if 
h Not once, but many times? this makes me quake : W 
il We are undone, ſhould he refuſe to take 

Part now with us in this Extremity, 

: When all we have and are at ftake doth lie. 

M To this Advice the Devils all conſent, 

And call tor Tyrant Death, who doth preſent 
His galily tace, and boldly do's demand, 


i What *twas they would have him to take in hand ? 
is Then ſoon Apo!lyon, King of Darknels, breaks 
| ( Silence, and to this purpoſe gravely ſpeaks, 

| Apollyan, 


| Dread King of Terrors, it thou fiepſt not in, 
Down goes our Hell-bred Monarchy of Sin, - 

We now can walk the ſpacious Earth about, 
And have we Friend or Foe, we tind him out. 
Where c're we fee a perſon that's upright, 
We ſeek his ruin with the greatclt ſpight, 
When we by traud or craft can't him intice 
To yield to Pride, or Lult, or any Vice, 

ut that he'l watch us with a wary Eyc, 
And perſevcre in all true Piety 3 
Then on hjm do we bring outward diltrc(s, 
To make him loſc, or leave his Holincls. 
Our Kingdom by this practice is made lirong, 
Potent and large, and fo has profpcr'd long, 
But now thy help we need, tor much we tcar 
The downtal of our Kingdom draweth near, 
Upon the Earth there now appearsin light 
Amighty Foc, one call'd The Prince of Light. 

And 
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Chap. 7. Death's Power limited. 114 


And for what end ſhould he from Heaven come, 
It not to execute on us that Doom ( ltrife, 
Which Heav*n long fince decreed ? To end which. 
We are reſolv 'd to take away his Life. 

Already he's betray'd 3 it things hit right, 

And then we'l yicld himup unto thy Might. 

For thy Affiffance, Death, we do implore, 

Elſe to theſe miſchicts this will happen more, 
That Creature we ſo long have captivated, 

Will in her Pomp again be rc-inſtated, 

The thoughts of which there's none of uscan bear, 
Speak, ſpeak, pale Monarch! for we long to hear 
What's thy Advice? Thou mighty art in pow'r, 
And canſt, we know, whole Nations ſoon devour. 


The King of Terror, | 
Great Prince of Darkneſs, you muſt underſtand _ 
W. arc not wholly at your proud Command, 
For there's a mighty Pow'r in Heaven h:gh, 
| Which you are ſubject to as wellasT : 
*Tis trve, from him I cannot fay at all 
' That I derive my {irange Original 
| Yet by his pleaſure am circumſcrib'd, 
And *gainlt his Will cannot be forc'd nor brib'd. 
Wherefore, it he this Prince of Light prote&, 
In vain at him ſhall I my ſhatts dire. 
Beſides, in this Exploit methinks I find 
Some ttrange forcboding ills poſſeſs my mind, 
As it engaging thus againſt your Foe, 
I ſhould but hatten mine own overthrow, 


Take | 
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Take mine Advice then, meddlc not at all ; 
Better fit fiill, you know, than riſe to tall. | 
*"Tis true indeed, as youu have well obſerv'd, | 
Your threatned Judgment has been long deferr 'd:; 
But if your E xecution-Day be come, 

| You can't eſcape, but mult abide your Doom, 


Prince of Darkneſs. 

Thou pale-fac'd Traytor ! ſhan't we have thy Aid ? 
Then all our Helliſh Projccts are betray'd. ' 
How oft have we ttood by thee 3 {ent thee forth 
To do our will and pleaſure on the Earth ? 
The tir{t that ever thou hadit in thy hand, 
Committed was by mc, a! my Command 
J cauſed Czin to lay his godly Brother 
And fo taught thee how to bereave the Mother 
Of her molt dear, of her niolt hopctul Son 
And ſhall not now my will in this be done ? 
*T was I which did thy being to thee give : 
How many Subjects dolt cach day rcccive 
From me and mince? who do in every Land 
Promote thy State, and lend thur helping-Hand. | 
Therefore conſent, and ſhow thy angry Brow, 
And make this Conqueror to thy Scepter bow, 
Yielding himlelt to thee, tirike him with (peed, | 
And picrce his very Heart until it blecd. 
+, Then ſome dark Cave ncar the Earths Centre tind, 
Where Light ne're picrc'd, nor Phabus everſhin'd, 
There, ther, the vanquith: Foc do thou retain 
Cloſe Priſu'cr with an Adamantine Chain. © 


When 


wh 0 Mgr, rea AAR RR. am, 


# Chag.7. Death limited. 113, 


When e're thou Girik'(t,be ſure (ixtke home thy blow, 
Lett he revive and work our overthrhw, 

Be bold, attcrgpt, and let thy pow'r be known, 
The Glory of this Decd (hall be thine own. 


King of Terrors. 
I mult confeſs I have been often ſent 
By Helliſh mcans unto the Innocent. 
, To fatisty your Envy, Pride, and Luſt, © 
Some thouſanas I have turn'd into the Duſt, 
Yet neverdid I lirikc, but on Condition, 
As Heaven did permit, in my Commitſion, 
And though'by Thee, and by that Monſter, Sin, 
The Child of Hell, I tirſt of all came in 
Yet am I not ſubſervient (till to thee, 
But bounded by Fehovah's own Decree : 
{ For had I wholly bcen at thy Command, 
$ Poor ob had fell before thy pow 'rtul hand, 
Where my dread Sovereigu Lord do's give ime charge, 
To ttay my hand (though my Commithon's large ) 
$ 1 mult torbear 3 But it he once permit, 
The Jutt, and the Unult, alike I hit, 


Apollyon King of Darkyeſs. 

Wile thou eclipſe my Glory and Renown ? 
| Deltroy my Pow'r, and tread my Kingdom down? 
Fy Death ! for ſhame forbcar thy Infolence, 
And do'nt diſpute the Mandates ot thy Prince. 
Strike! I conjure thee 3 do not vainly think 
"Twill be thy Izt'rclt from this work to {hiink. 

That 
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That hand, that pms hand that conquers me, 
If he prevail, at Jaſt will vanquiſhthee, 
Though now on Earth thou dot in triumph dwell, 
If he o'recome, he'l caſt thee down to Hell. 

Thou from thy Monarchy ſhalt then be driven, 
And ſhalt abide in no place under Heaven. 

Thou that haſt been a Conqueror heretofore, 

Shalt conquer'd be, and never conquer more. 
Ah! lend thy Hand, ſhew forth thy mighty pow'rs, | | 
*Tis for thy Int'reſi, Death, as well as ours. | 
If Arguments and Reaſon may convince 

Thee try thy weapons on this dangerous Prince, 


4a a 


King of Terrors. 
Say, ſay nomore. It you hnd things agree 
T In order to his downfall, I will be 
> His Executioner, do you not fear, 
I tremble at the thoughts of what I hear. 


Damned Spirits, 

Bravely reſolv'd ! Art Jalt they all Reply'd, - 
Swelling in Wrath, in Malice, Envy, Pride, 
Wee'l now proceed, and crattily prepare 
All things in readineſs to end this War. 


Apollyon. 

Though Fudas has a party for our turn, 
Yet we have more to do c're we adjourn. 
It we ſhould bring this Enterpriſe to pals, 
Yet when all's done, I ſhall be where I was. 


Wwe 
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me, F1\ye muſt ſeek out ſome perſons to defame 

His ſo much honour'd and unblemith'd Name. 
vell, F He's Juſt and Virtuous, and eſteem'd fo high, 
Who dares charge him with th' leaſt Impurity ? 


Satan. 
At this an envious Devil ſtrait jumpt in 3 
[le lead the people on, let me begin 3 
rs, ? Ple ſtir them upto Envy more and more, 
Such Envy that he ſhall not ſtand before. 


Belial. 

Theſe are but ſparkles trom an haſty Fire, 
Which will for want of tuel ſoon expire. 
His Glory ſtill encreafes, ours decays. 
Words without Actions are but faint delays, 
The rareſt Wit among{t us muſt look out, 
With warineſs to bring this thing about. 
Fle tell you what I newly have contriv'd : 
Let my Lord Lucifer, the King of Pride, 
Make one amongſt their Rulers in the Seat 
Ot ſeeming Juſtices Tell them they are Great 
And Prudent men, yea Learned ones likewiſe, 
And in their Brealts alone true Wiſdom lies, 
Yea, telkthem that the Soveraign Lord of Heaven 
To them the name of Gods on Earth hath given x 
Tell them both God and men have thought it tit, 
That they like Gods ſhould in this Grandeur fit 3 
And, an{werable to this lotty ſtation, 
The people have them in great veneration. 


CE, 


Thus, 
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Thus, when h* has put thejr Honours in a Heat, Of t 


And {well'd them up with Pride and ſelt-conceir, 
Tell them *tis much below their high Degree, 
That ſuch a low inferiour Man as he 
Should be their Prince, or or them bear ſway, 
Who rather ought their Gr-3+1:-(5 co obey, 
Then, when the uncontroulcd Urcath of Fame 
Has ſpread abroad the Glory of his Name, | 
And hII'd each Eye and Ear with Admiration, 
Giving to him Applauſe and Veneratjon, 
Then let our envious Friend once more take*s place, 
And lit as pale as Death in every Face 3 
And let him tell them, it they do not take 
Some ſpeedy courſe, their Honours tlie at ſtake; 
He grows ſo famous in the peoples Eyes, 
They ſhortly will their Soveraignty deſpiſe. 
Satan, 
Nay, I can tell them yer another thing 3 
The people ſeek by forec to make him King. 
Which if the Roman Pow'r ſhould underſtand, 
They'd quickly come and take away their Land. 
This ſure will work, or other ways F le find 3 
Good Mariners can fail with every wind. 


Thus theſe Internals fecking to prevent 
Their future, but deſerved puniſhment, 
Far {witter than the lofty Eagle flies, 

Did fer upon their Helliſh enterprize. | 
The King of Pride threw torth his poiſonous Darts, 
Which did not miſs to pierce the yielding —_ 
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f thoſe that ſat at Stern, who ſhould delight 
To do the thing that's equal, juſt, and right: 
But diſregarding great Fehouah's Laws, 


They ſought ( poor Souls ) for popular Applauſe, 
Puft up with Pride,and ſwoln with vain Ambitioa 


(That Tympany of th* Soul) They had ſufpition 
That it the Prince of Light were once affeted, 
They by the people ſoon thould be rejcacd, 
For hilt they faw his Miracles were great, 


% 
His Vertues rendred him (till more compleat, 


| And made him fo illultriouſly to ſhine, 


He gain'd the Appellation of Divine, 

Nay, turthermore, they heard how ſome did ſing, 
Hoſanna in the Higheſt to the King 

Of Iſrael ! the fragrant Flowerof Feſ7, 

The Root of David, Oh! who can expreſs 

The depth of Envy which in them did burn, 
With-raging flames, almoſt at every turn ? 

Cloſe Conſultation in their Courts appears, 

And th mean while ftrapge Rumors fill their Ears, 
The Miracles which he betore had wrought 

Into the minds of people freth are brought, 
Thoſe wond'rous things did much encreaſe the 
He raſs'd,ſaid ſome, the Dead again to Life: (trite : 
Gave fight unto the Blind, who from their Birth 
Had never {cen the Light that guilds the Earth: 
The Dumb, the Deaf, the Lepers, and the Lame, 
In all-Diftempers, whoſoever came, 

Had perfect Cure in cvery Diſeaſe 3 

Nay, he could huſh the Winds, and calm the Seas 3 


Could 


118 The hour of Darkaeſs, 


Could diſpoſſe(s the black Infernal Rout, 
And caft whole Legions of herce Devils out. 
Of five mean Barly loavs, and two ſmall Fiſhes, 


| He madeabove hve thouſand plenteous Dithes. 


Thus many talkt what he betore had done, 

Grieving to think what now was coming on. 

His gracious words,and vertuous Lite commended 

Hitn to the Multitude , but much offended 

Th' inraged Rulers yet his Innocence 

Was (till ſo ſure a Guard and tirong defence, 

That they could not their wicked ends obtain. 

Yet from their malice would they not retrain. 

How often did they in clandeſtine way 

Endeavour their blood-thirlty hands to lay 

Upon this Sacred Prince? yet (till through tear 

The people would riſe up, they did forbear, 

Sometimes they thought to trap him in his words, 

That Law & Ju'tice then might draw theirSwords. 

And cut him off. And then again devife 

Another courſe, charg'd him with Blaſphemics 

Againſt the God of Heaven, by which way 

They ſurely thought they might his Lite betray. 

But never could they over him get pow 'r 

Untill his time were come : Now,now's their hour. 

The work mult needs be carricd on with ſpeed, 

When Heaven and Hcl] about it are agreed. 

Though different ends in theſe great Agents are, 

Yet in the thing they both conſeating were, 

That Chritt ſhould be of his dear Lite depriy'd. 

Though Hell alone the guilty Act contriv'd, y; 
cr 
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| Yet God indeed from all Eternitie, 
Knowing what rape and curs'd malignity 
Would be in their baſe Hearts, reſolved then 
He would permit and fuffer theſe vile men, 
To bring his Purpoſe and Decree to pals, 
Which for our Good, and his own Glory was. 


CHAP. VII. 


Shewing how the Lord Feſus died in the Sinner's 
ftead. Such was his love, and yet the Sout 
an Enemy at that time to him, and hated him. 
A full diſcovery of Chriſt's bloody Paſſion, enough 
to make a heart of ſtone to melt, The Prince gives 
wp the ghoſt, Death the King of Terrors, inſults over 
Jeſus, Prince of Light. Death is threatned with 
Death : ſhewing alſo what fear there was amongſt 
the Devils, left the Prince ſhould riſe again, and 0= 
vercome Death. A ſecond Council beld in Hell : the 
Devils, tremble, Death ſubdued. Heathen Oracles 
ceaſe. The Devil's deſtroyed upon the Prince's reſur* 
rettion, and put to open ſhame. Foy in Heaven, An= 
gels ſing, Saints repoyce. The end of the Firft Part, 


RuT to proceed, Will you lift up your Eyes, 
And view che Rage of Hcllith Enemies ? +a 
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Book I, 


The tinal troubles of the Prince of Light 

Are coming on Behold a frightful fight ! 

A multitude with Clubs, and Swords, and Spears 
About his Sacred Perſon now appcars. 

This wretched Rabble 's come on a deſign, 

Which wounds and breaks this ſtony heart of mine 
To think upon *t 3 behold, they are conducted 
By the grand Traitor, and by him inliructed 

How to procerzd on this great Enterpriſe, 

Which he by Hellith power did deviſe. 

Arm'd, as you heard, they ſciz'd on him, as if 

He had indeed been ſome notorious Thief, 

Fond men ! It you this Prince's Nature knew, 
Your Weapons are too many, or too few. 

As Man, ſo meck, you need no reſcue fear ; 

As God, ſo ftrong, he can in pieces tear 

A thouſand Troops that ſhould approach him near, 
Ot which a preſent Inſtance did appear, 

Some little rays of his dread Deitic 

He cauſcd to break forth, and (uddenly 

They ſtagger'd, and tell backwards on the ground, 
That they might {ce he quickly could confound 
Them utterly, and Jay them at his feet, 

But that he ſaw it better to ſubmit 

Unto his Father's Will, and take the Cup 

Which was prepared for him to drink up. 

But they recov'ring {trength, got up again, 
Regardleſs of all dread, and now amain 

Reſume their purpoſe, and with wicked hands 
Take hold of him,w' © Hcay'n & EarthCommands. 


He's 
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He's taken Priſoner, and ftronglybound, 

Who in one moments time-could quite confound 
The Univerſe, and all that him offend ( ſend. 
Down to Hell's bottom quick with vengeance 
Yet like a Lamb he's to the ſlaughter led, 

And, as a MalefaQor, ſuffered. 

Moſt dreadful ſorrows did his Soul indure 
That peace and Joy for her he might procure 3 
To bring his purpoſe to an happy end, 

He maniteſts himſclt indeed a Fritnd, 

A bounteous Friend, who thinks his Life not dear, 
But treely lays it down, doth trecly bear 

The ſtroke of Juſtice, that he might recover 

Her forfeit Life again. Oh ! Sacred Lover! 

Oh ! Matchleſs Love and Grace! Let every Eye 
Open its Sluces, draw its Fountains dry. 

It he for ns ſuch bitxer ſorrows felt, 
Then let the thoughts of his (trong Paſſion rmelt 


What was -the rcaſon why this Sacred One 
Did bear all this? Were not our fins the cauſe ? 
He ſuffers, but *twas we had broke the Laws. 
F5 he betray'd to Death? Weep o're his'Herſe, 
Who only dr'd our Death for to reverſe. 

You Sin-fick Souls, think on his bloody Paſſion,” 
And then take up this bitter Lamentation : 
Dear God !»T fig'd, and did a Saviour need, 
And muſi the Lord of Life and Glory bleed | 
Ah! mufthis dear and precious blood be fpilt, 
To tree me from my vile and horrid Guilt ? 
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And ſhall not I lament, nor ſhed a Tear ? 


Shall not my hard and flinty heart diſſolve, (falve 
To think how nought but thy own blood could 
My tctier'd wounds ? What heart is ſo condens'd, 


That cannot by theſe thoughts be influenc'd 
And mov'd unto remorſe and great Contrition, 
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Did(t thou, ſweet Lord, my heavy burthen bear ? 


I'th ſenſe of the Lord Jcſus's Crucihxion ? ( Hall, } $« 


They haF'd him ( bound ) unto the Hizh Prieſts 


Where Pricits and Council did for witnefs call. 


| Tt 
! Be 


They ſearch'd about for ſuch , but none could find, ' Ty 


Who did agree together in one mind. 

They us'd him like a Thict, put him to ſhame, 
Who bore it with great patience, like a Lamb, 
They blindfold him in a diſgracetul ſort, 

And ignoniiniouſly made him their ſport. 

They {mote him on the face, pluck off his hair, 
And bid him prophcſy then who they were 
That did him ſtrike, that ſo they might thereby 
His Office of a Prophet vilihe. 

His own dear Servants in this diſmal Day 


' Did him torfake, and from him fly away. 


They, they in whom his Soul took (weet delight, 
His curſcd Foes did ſo amaze and tright, 

That they diſown'd him too, and left him all 
To ttand alone, or otherwiſe to fall. 

Yea, Peter, who would have his Lord.confide 


' In him above the reli, ſtoutly deny'd 


He ever knew him 3 nay, and furthermore, 
To put it out of doubt, he curlt and ſwore. 


; w 


ey et IEEE ER ©. ts ES Lo a a 


I. Chap. 8. Chriſt's bloody Paſſiun. 123 


Ah ! What is man when God withdraws his hand? 
A Peter then one moment cannot ttand. 
'e * This doubtleſs did add grict unto his Heart, 
d ? To ſee his own Diſciples to depart, 
' And leave him thus in his Adveriitie, 
? When in their ſtead it was he came to die. 
' He after this bore much rcbuke and ſhame, 
b, | Scofts, blows, reproaches, firipes, oh who can name 
is | The many Crueltics he underwent 
: Betore his painful Death, and not lament ? 
J, They crwlly ſmitc him on his precious Cheeks, 
! Which he with patience bears, and never ſccks 
' To free himſelf from this their Inſolence, 
Although he knew his ſpotleſs Innocence. 
' O gracious Lord ! how , how walt thou abus'd, 
tnyuſtly judg'd, and falſcly too accus'd ?, : 
| Accusd as guilty of ſore grievous fat, 
! Who thoughtlt no Evil, none didſt cyera@t 
No ſtain nor {pot of fin was found in thee, 
{ Though thus thou ſuffer'tt tor Iniquity. 
; The Injuries which thou that Night did'|t bear, 
: How great, my God! how numberleſs they were ? 


ge he had paſt away that tedious Night, 


* Earlygſext morning they with Helliſh ſpight, 
LikeFome great Malctactor, him preſent 
| To Pontiws Pilate : where with innocent 
* And pleaſant Countenance he then did ſtand, 
* To know what *twas of him they did demand, 
* Then with an humble Silence held his peace, 
, | Which made the tury of his Foes increalc. 
'| K 3 Nexe 
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Next was he unto wicked Herod (cnt, 
Who at his preſence {cemed much content, 
Hoping he might ſome Miracle behold, 
Becauſe he had bcen of ſtrange Wonders told. 
But he that knew the ſecrets ot all Hearts, 
Who tries the Reins and views the inward parts, 
Knew well his curious, but preſurnptuous mind, 
Was only unto wickedneſs inclin'd. 
Chriſt Anſwer'd not when he lookt for Replies. 
W hich made King Hered and his men deſpiſc 
Our precious Lord, the Prince of Veacc, whillt he 
Became the pattern of Hunulitie, 
Thus Sinners contradict, and dare reprove 
| Thc Loid of Lite, who quickly could remove 
4 The lotty tron thcir Scats, and thcm contound 3 
But nought but Love and Mercy doth abound. 
This was the Day ot his Humiliation, 
He's tuft abas'd, then comes his Exaltation. 
| Bur, oh ! that ever micn ſhould be fo vile, 
if To finite thoſe Lips that never utter'd guile | 
He at whole great Command the Scas were fill, 
Is now commanded by cach Tyrant's will. 
He $s ſent to Herod, then {cnt back again 
Unto the Judgment-Scat 3 But oh! what gai 
Pid he indure there by molt wicked men, @ Pen | For 
What Hcart can think, what Tongue expreſs, what | W1 
Can (ct it forth? Their facrilcgivus Hands An 
| Bound hiw. about with ſtrong and crucl bands: * Th 
Thcy mock'd and did deride him ſhamctully, : Pre 
And then aloud ict up a cuſcd Cry, Ti 
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014, hold him faſt, deliver Barabbas, 
'ho a notorious MalctaGtor was. 
\ Barabbas is now preter'd betore 
Him, whom the glorious Angels do adore! 
{A Murdcrer ſhall fparcd, ſaved be, 
[ hen FESUS ſhall be hanged on a Tree. 
With'torturing whips they ſcourged him moſt fore, 
"Until his ficth was dy'd with Purple Gore. 
!1O dreadtul difmal Cup! what heart can think 
On what he underwent, and 's ficth not ſhrink ? 
[The Blood that oncc run through his ſacred Veins, 
K now let out by Soul-tormenting pains, < 
And all the bluthing Pavement gilds, not ſtains. 
Ah ! don't you fee how it tell trickling down, 
Yet unto him was no compathon ſhown, 
' The Blood that ifſucd forth from every wound, 
'Pclcends in peKtly drops unto the ground, 
*Oh Earth! that didſt receive that holy Blood, 
: Nox truittul Nee, nor Tagus golden Flood 
{Could ever yicld like Vertue, or fuch good ; 
*Ne'rc fuch a ltream did water thee before, 
! Nor (hall again rctrcth thee any more. 
Nor were theſe cruel barb'rous ſcourgings all 
; That he\endur'd jn that remorſle(s Hall 3 
n | For after this they clothed him in ſcorn 
at | With Purple, when his ficſh was latht and torn, 
: And in derifion of his Princely State, 
* Their impious hands a Crown of thorns did plate, 
* Pretiing it on his gracious Head with pain, 
| Till Sacred Drops did iffue torth again 
PA. KR 4 In 
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In rutul ſort, as they had done before, 
Spreading his precious Neck and Face all o're. ; 
Thus like a Lamb among(t thoſe Wolves he ftood,) R: 
From head to toot beſprinkled o're with blood, *! 
His Kingly Office further to debale, 
*Stead of the Scepter due to Judab's Race, | 
They put a Recd in's hand, then kneel before him, 
And in Derition fcigned]y adore him. 

Thus, thus did they the Sacred Prince abulc, 
Crying in ſcorn-- Al hail, King of the Jews : 

Thcn in Diſdain they ſpit in's his lovely Face. 
Could Dcvils otter God a worſe Diſgrace ? 

Oh depth of Love alone, that knows no bounds, 
To ſutter ſuch direliripes, fuch mocks & wounds |! 
"T was wc that lin'd, 'twas thou that ſufferlt ſhame, 
To tree us trom the guile. Oh let thy Name 

1hy Sacrcd Nanic tor cvcr honourU bc, 

V\ ho thus walt us'd, to ſet poor Sinners tree. 

Eur yet, alas! theſe ſufferings were not all, 

More bitter things did unto him befall. | 
Oft next they took the Robe, his own put on, 

And now as it thcir malice treth begun, 

Not tattsiy'd their God tor to deride, 

They !oud cry'd out, Let him be Crucify'd, | 
His Blood they thirſt tor. Pilate gives conlent, 
Though Conlcicnce told, him he was Innocent, 
And had deſerved neither Death nor Bands, 

Yet up hegives him to the Rabbles hands, 

He knew of malice they had brought him thither, | 
Yet he and they at latt combine together 
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| 'T imbrew their guilty hands in guiltleſs Blood, 
! Who never did them harm, but'always good. 
2d, Rather than Pilate will diſpleaſe the Fews, 
' Hee'l tifle Conſcience, utterly retuſe 
' All Admonitions3 though his boſom Friend 
A timely warning unto him did ſend, 
1m,” Uſes Intreatics, urges Arguments, 
But nothing would prevail, nothing prevents 
Thcir wicked purpoſe. Sentence being paſt, 
| Unto his Execution now they halt, 
Though he was wounded very much before, 
His ficth, his Virgin fleſh, with (tripes made fore, 
«1 Yet they upon his Martyr'd thoulders lay 
1s! His heavy Croſs 3 till fainting, by the way 
ne, BEy reaſon of th* intolerable pain 
His bleeding wounds procured, they conſtrain 
A Country-n:an of Cyrene (who did paſs 
Along that way ) to bear his pond'rous Croſs, 
And coming up to diſtna] Golgotha, 
} Without remorle of Conſcience, dread, or awe, 
They till perfitt in putting him to Death, 
A Beath the worlt that c'rc ffopt humane Breath 3 
The cruel Death o th Croſs, natchlcls for pain, 
' And by God's Curſe mott liable to ſhame, 
To cauſe the Jult to dic was crueltie, 
But Crucihxion's morc than *tis to die, 
' Prodigious Rage ! tirange mctamorphos'd mind ! 
What ? kill the Lord, who was to you fo kind ! 
+ What was his Crime? what his ſo great offence? 
# That not contentcd to remove him kence 
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; By violent Death, but you mult look about 

; Whereby to hind exquilite torments out ? | 
159 The vileſt wretch that ever did draw breath, 

_ Or in theſiricteli ſenſe deſerved Death, 

'' | Could never meet with more ſeveritic 

| From barb'rous Foes and brutiſh Tyranny. 

He meets with no compaſhon, every heart, 

And every hand is ſet to throw a Dart, 

So far from ſhame in this their villany, 
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| ; They chufe for time to act the Tragedy, 

; Their chictett Feaft, when to Jeruſalem 
From every part thouſands of pcople came 3 13: 
Then, then they choſe this curſed work to do, 'T 
That he the greater ſhame might undergo. TI 
When Prieſt and Pilate hniſhe had their Court, Al 
Dear Feſus muſt be tetcht to make them ſport» 'T 
And now bchold ( it yet thy delug'd Eyes 'E: 
Can fiay to fee {0 fad a Sacrihce ) Its 
Bchold him lift up on the curſcd Trel. '0 
Expos'd to Torture, Death, and Intaniy. | T 
His Arms ſpread wide, as ready to imbrace 'V 
His bitter'lt Foes, it they'd accept his Grace 5 1 


Quite through each hand & toot (harp nails they © T 
And hx him there to wait tor Death alive, (drives 3 V 
Hanging betwixt two Thieves, Numbred among © A 


Tranſgreſſors by the giddy partial Throng : 'A 
For paſſers-by did rail on him with ſcorn, n 

Wagging their heads, who ought rather to mourn. © V 
With taunts and ſcoffs the vulgar him abuſe 3 | 1 


Promptcd by the Chief Priejt, and barb'rous Fews. 
And 8 
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nd when he thirſts through his excethve pains, 
>chold what favour at their hands he gains 
\1i they afford to quench his drought withal, 
\Vas Vinegar, mixed with bitter Gall. 
Was cvcr fuch a perfect hatrcd kr.own ? 
No Dram of pity, but all malice ſhown. 
$i that for them had Waters turn'd to Wine, 
zAnd ſhown his l'ow*r and Charity Divine, 
Nor Wine, nor Watcr now could be allow'd 

” afſwage his thir(t trom this ungratetul Croud : 
#But into 's tender ſide they thrult a Spear, 


*From Whence there came both blood & water clear, 


'Thus hand, and foot, and head, and every part, 
They picrce and wound,tor to encreaſe his (mare. 
Ah! ſee that ſtream weh trom hisHeart-blood flows, 
The precious Balm and Cure of all our wocs ! 
Each pious Soul, which truly doth believe, 
Its Soveraign Vertue trecly may reccive. 
' One drop of that molt Sacred Blood is worth 
Ten thouſand Thrones & Kinzdoms of the Earth, 
' When you by Sin do ce your (elves undone, 
' Think on that Blood which trom his Side did run. 
'Y © Thoſc cordial Drops apply'd unto thy heart, 
© + Will heal thy Soul, and cleanſe thy inward part. 
Ah! cank thouot Chrili's diſmal pafhon hear, 
And rot diſſolve thy Soul into a Tear ? 
> Bur corcturn---There's ſomething fill behind, 
* Which makes ſtrange meltings in my grieved mind, 
| That's worle than all the rcft, oh hear his moan, 
* And how his poor dilixclicd Soul doth groan ! 
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His Father hides his face, that gracious Eye 
Caſts forth an angry frown, which made him cry 
(After he had theſe bitter torments telc 

From cruel hands, and found his Soul to melt, 
His ſpirits fail, and wounded heart to break ) 
Why, why, my Gd? Oh why doſt thou forſake 
Me in this necdtul hour ? Hard is the caſe 
When thou, niy God , trom me ſhalt hide thy face, 
My Servants who torſook me, arc but Duſt, 
Poor ficth and blood, alas! what ftay, what truſt 
Is there in man ? the belt of mien are trail 3 

Such as conhde in them, their firength will fail, 
But, ah ! My Trult, my Hope, my Contidence, 
Thou, thou that art my Rock arid fate Defence, 


Even thou, my God! O thou, O thou halt left me, * 


And this at laſt has of all Peace berctr.me. 
Whillt Souls can ſee their Intereſt in their God, 
Thcy can bear up under the ſharpelt Rod : 
But when thy tact is hid, as 'tis from mie, 
They fink, they die , they die Eternally. 

Thus, thus the Prince of Peace in (orc difirels, 
His bitter moan doth unto God exprecls. 
Great depths of ſorrow did opprels his Soul, 
When his ſad portion thus he did condole. 
He ſaw himſclt forſaken and forloin, 
When in our ſtead this anguilh great was born. 
That which was due for our Iniquity, 
Did heavy on our gracious Saviuur lic, 
For Juſtice ſpar'd nor, but laid on hcr Hand, 


' Whilit in the room and ticad he [ecks to tiand 
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Of the. poor Soxl, he came from Heaven to fave 3 
Juftice, alas! will the laſt tarthing have. 

The torments Saints have born 's another thing 
From what betel their Soveraign Lord & King, 
His Spirit's gracious, great, magnanumous, 

Yet ne're was any Soul dithrefſed thus, 
That much renowncd holy Martyr, Stephen, 
He had ſo glorious a proſpect trom Heaven, 
As fill d his Soul brim-tull of Confolati6ng 
* And by that mcans with jby he bore his patſion, 
* Should I attempt to walk the ſpacious Field 
: Of inſtances, how many would it yield, 
* Where flames of. Fire were like to Beds of Roſes, 
: Through Heav'nly Rays, wch gloriouſly compoſes 
* Their ſpirits fo, that they inTrumph ling, 
* When halt-conſum'd in Fire, they tclt no ttings 
: God ſmiles, and Heav'n appears fo clear & bright, 
* All tears and terrors were extinguilht quite, 
But he who tor our ſakes his Lite laid down, 
Is torc'd to bear his Father's angry trown 
And in qur ſtead he telt his Indignation, 
The bitterctt part ot all his bitter Pathon, 
How heavy is that ſtroke, how ſharp that Rod, 
| That's litzed up by men, laid on by God ? 
! When Heav'n and Earth, and Hell do all agree 

To lay on tiripes with greatli feveritie ? 
> That grict, that pain, that anguith mult be ſore 

: And yet all this tor us blelt Feſxs bore, 

| Who that bcholds Reav'ns glorious Jampof Light 

* When in his firength, obicur'd from our tight 
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- Making black ſhades of Night appear at Noon, | 
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By che dark body of the pale-tac'd Moon, l 


O 


But would conclude from thence the Sun were gone, 
And had forſaken quite our Horizon ? 

And yet we know he's but eclips'd a while, 

And ſoon will lend the World another ſmile ; 
Diſperſe thoſe thades that countertcited Night, 
And hl the Earth again with fplendor bright. 
Lo, thus bur Sun in his Celettial Sphear 

Is near his ſetting, yet hi lend your Ear 
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Unto the Voice, th' amajing Voice of Heaven, 
You'l hnd an univerſal |notice given 

Unto the world when this bright Sun went down, 
Heav'ns lightfoot Herauld quickly makesit known, A 
Chriſt lies a bleeding, nailed on the Tree, 
And now the univerſal World ſhall ſee 
Heaven act a part in this black Tragedy. 
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The Worlds great Eye, the natural Sun, 
Each day throughout the Univerſe diſplays 
From Eaſt to Welt, trom North to South, his face 
Viſiting and rctreſhing every place, 

No ſooner doth he {py the Prince near dead, 

But ftraightway he withdraws his bluſhing Head. 

That horrid fight bright So! abhor'd to fee, 

And hides his tacc trom Noon till aticf Three. 

At Thrce Chrili's matchleſs Torments made him 

Eli, Eli, lama ſabachthani, | (cry, 

Then was the Temple Vail rent quite aſunder, 

The earth did {hake,the rocks did roar like thunder, 
Thc 
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The Clouds grew thick, and ſuch as ſcatter'd were, 
Conjoin'd to darken all the Hemiſphear, 
Thus tor three hours Darkneſs great remain'd 
* *All hearts now tremble, every ſpirit's pain'd. 
Th' Aſtronomers, who ſtarry motions trace, 
nd read Earth's wonders in Heav*ns various face, 
(Enſehius, and other Authors write ) 
Were much amaz'd at that unuſual fight z 
Their Learning could no natural Cauſes ſpy, 
Nor give a Reaſon of that Prodigie. 
'The Moon bcing then at full, juſt oppoſite, 
Ho not in Natures courſe eclipſe Sol's Light, 
o © Twas ſupernatural what he ſuffered, 
Ws And that was it which hIFd them all with dread. 
* ome (mote their breatis, whilſt others in contuſion 
rew trom the premiſes this juſt Concluſion, 
[Either the God of Nature ſuffers now 
(When Sol in Sables muffles thus his brow ) 
yy *0r the whole frame oth World in a ſhort ſpace, 
Will be difſolv d and end its painful Race, 
"Theſe dreadtul things which then did come to pals, 
Do fully prove He the Metliah was; 
?And many when they ſaw thoſe Wonders done, 
« ry'd out indecd he was God's only Son. 
Had not this obvious been to every fizht 
JA real thing, with what great eaſe then mighe 
in, | The Foes of Chrilt and Chriſtanity, 
| Detected all as horrid Forgery ? 
"?> Fur matt'rof Fact being lo pcry clear, 
ox, {The Jews and Heathens thereby bilenc'd were, | 
F 
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134 Chrift's bloody Paſſion. 
Thus he yields up at lalt his painful breath, 

And tor a while lay coaquered by Death. 

Conquer'd, ſaid I! forbear my laviſh Muſe, 

Recall that word, and be not fo protule, 

What, ſhall we ay The Lord of Lite is dead ? 

Tis but a ſlumber, he's not conquered. 

He only tor a while Retreat hath made, 

To bring his Foes into an Ambuſcade, C 

And ſoon will riſe more gloriouſly Array'd, 

Thus did the Glory of the World lay down 

His precious Litc, to purchaſe arich Crown 

Of Lite and Glory for his Spouſe, whom he 

Found under Wrath, condemn'd cternally, 

Who had receiv'd that Sentence tull of Ire, 

Goe, go thou Wretch into eternal Fire. 

But he has bail d her trom Hell's gaping Jaws, 

And ſatisfy'd Jultice's ttrictett Laws 

By this his Death, where he in her (tcad ſtood, 

And ranſom d her even with his deareſt Blood» 


(hear ? 
But hark, my Muſe! What Triumph doſt thou 
What Voice is that hoarlc ſounding in mine Ear ? 
'Tis Death, doubtleſs *tis Death that ghalily King, 
Who over Chriſt doth now inſulting ling 3 
Now he has got him down, I prethee hear 
How he o're him doth vaunt and domineer. 


\ 
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1] Chap.#. Death's baſing Triumph. 135 


! The King of Terror's boaſting Triumph 0- 
ver Chriſt whilit he lay in the Grave. 


| K ing of Terrors. 


: WhatamT? or from whence? For though I be, 
Yet know Inot my felt 3 nor why tome 
The mightielt Monarchs bend. 1 rule, I raign, 
And amithe High and Lofty's Soveraign. 
All tremble at the thoughts of my grim face, 
They look, they run, yet cannot hind a place 
To hide themſelves. My Powr's very great, 
? Yet know I not who ſet mein this Seat. 
There's none that live, have liv'd, or ever may, 
But I o're them an awtul Scepter ſway. 
But, oh ! what kind ot ſubjcd& have I here ? C 
A Subject t* whom no Monarch is a Peer 3 
Ah! how I ſmile to ſe&t 3 Ple never fear « 
ar 28 Being wortted now. Alas!! dolt thou ſubmit ? 
1ous Art thou likewife brought down unto my tect ? 
> 3 Who's able my dread Power to withſtand 5 
>, \ Since thoucanti not eſcape my pow'rtul hand ? 
Now I have ſciz'd thee, be afſur'd that I 
| W1ll keep thee down, tor ever thou thalt lis 
In the dark Regions of eternal Night. 
Lo! here, proud Mortals, an amahing fight ! 
Fh:y What can't I do, fince he that made the Pay, 
By my tirong hand is turned into clay? by 
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136 Chriſt laid down his Life, Book I, 
It thou can'ſt not thy ſclt trom me deliver, 

The hope of Creature-man is gone for ever. 
None out of theſe cloſe Regions can repair, £ 
Nor re-falute again the ambient Air, | 

I never did fo great a Conquelt gain, | 
O what a mighty Monarch I have ſlain! £ 
Now, now let me be crown'd victoriouſly ! 

For what is done, which none could do but I. 
'Who dares my Triumphs leſſen or defer, 

Since Iam now a pertect Conquerour ? 

Here, here, Great Prince, with me in this dark Cell] 
My Captive thou with other _ ſhalt dwell. 
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| 

Prince of Light. ] 

Thou proud Imperious Tyrant, prethee hear > | x 
Do n't boaſt too ſoon, nor vainly domineer. . 
A tceble Warriour may the Ficld obtain, 1 
When his ſtrong Foe is willing to be ſlain, \ 
My Life, proud Death, thou did(i not take away * 
By any fi rengthof thine|: for I did lay % 
It freely down, as God did mecommand, 1 
This made me yield my («lt into thy hand. I 
A 

> 


King of Terrors, 
Fle not contend, let that be ſo ornot, 
I have thee fate in my Dominions got 
And ©re thoudo return, Fle make thee know 
What pow'r I have, what *tis that I can do. 
My Priſoner thou art, and here ſhalt lie 
In theſe dark Ccl!s unto Eternitie, 


Whill 
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I. ® Chap.$. ( briſt could not ſee corruption. 137 4 


%# 


* Whilſt worms on thy moſt lovely fleſh are ted, 
! And with Corruption thou art covered. 


Prince of Light. | 
Stay, ſtay, pale Death, that thou canſt nev'r do, 
* For 1 mult not the leatt Corruption know. 


King of Terrors, ; 
(be ? 
Strange ſpeech ! who's this? or how can this thing 

Cell? What's in the Grave ſhall not Corruption ſee ? 
» * Though with rich Spices thou imbalm'd dot lie, 

* Old hoary Time ſhall make thee putrify. 

| Kings fortifi'd by Lead and Searcloth's aid, I 
r > > In precious heaps of fragrant Odours laid, : 

: To ſtench and rottennefs I ſoon betray'd. : 

# None ever into theſe low Vaults do come, 

* Who can eſcape that ſad and diſmal doom, 
Y © Ot being turned into Duſt ;---I will 

* Thy mouth with filthy putrefaQtion fill. 

The holieft man I ere depriv'd of breath, 
I turned into loathſom ſtinking Earth, 

: And doft thou think thou ſhalt eſcape this fate ? 

* No, thou muſt ſhare of all my Subjects Rate. 

: | Prince of Light. WS 
W } IFSt fit I ſhould bethreatned thus by thee ? 

* Shall Death prevail and triumphover me ? (down? 

| Doſt know, grim Tyrant, who 'tis thou tread(i 

? Fam thy lawtul Princc, and thou ſhalt own _ 
Vil L a "My 
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138 The death of Death. Book I,! 


My Soveraignty 3 thou mult, O Death, ſubmit, 
And yield thy (elf, as conquer'd at my feet, 
On me thou ſhalt not have thy proud defire 
No ſooner ſhall three Days and Nights expire, 
But I will make thy bonds and chains to fly, l 
And thereby ſpoil thy Principality, [ 
But for thy inſolcnce this thou ſhalt gain, 
To be thy ſelf, o're-thrown,vanquiſht and flain. |: 
The tidings which I bring will make thee quake, ' 
For I reſolve on thee Revenge to take, 
O Death, Tl: be thy Death, *tis even fo 3 
Thy utter ruin, and great overthrow 
Is near at hand 3 Fle rouſe up trom the Grave, 
And make the ſtone to fly that's on the Cave. 
Let Hell and Devils all combine to do 
What's in their pow'r to fave thee from this blow, 
Imind it not; Fle tcar and rend them all, A * 
And cauſe them with great vengeance down tofall.!, 
Captivity a Captive I will take, F 
And him a ſlave and Captive ever make. Lo 
The Devils fearing what would come to pals, |. 
Great conſternation gt amonglt them was. | 
Their Chief amaz'd, with envious horror cryes, | 
And to the reſt with haſt himſelf applies. 
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Lucifer. 7 
 Dominions, Pow'rs of the Infernal Hoſt! 
Awake, attempt with ſpecd, or all is loſt. 
Death's likg to loſe our great and hop'd for prey, {, 
Secure him falt, more Chains upon him lay. "y / 

ar 


Kk I.' Chap. 8. The Devils tremble. 139 


t | ' Harklare there not ſtrange tremblings under ground 
| Mixt with a cry, cnough for to confound 
' All the wbole Hoſt of this amaſcd Lake, 
[Fear feizes me, I youu cr, oh, I quake. 
| What ſhall we do? make (peed, let him not ſe. 
'Help, Satan ! help, cauſt thou no way deviſe 
To hold him under ground ? now, now, or never, 


1% 'I: he awake, we are undone for ever. 
IRC | Should h- the cords of Death to picces burſt, 
Our la tor i!!s will far exceed the hrlt, 
Tl:.is foo kow all the helliſh Fiends do ſtand 
Agai? 4ma7'd, each holding up his hand 


> {Bewailing thcir fad fates, their hearts grow cold, 
' With thoughts of what they tear'd they ſhould be- 
Which w:5 the RefurreQtion trom the Dead ( hold, 
' Of him who tor poor Mortals ſuffered. 
\Belzebub he crycs out to Abaddon, 
Ah! what a day is this! all will be gone. 
(Stan doth gnath his tecth, perplext in mind, 
Becauſe they. could no more Inventions hnd 
> [Their Kingdom to fupport, cryes out, alas, 
We never were betore in ſuch a cafe! 


low 
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Apollyon, 
Ah! what a diſmal day.Great Lords, is here ! 
: The Gravedoth o'pe, that fight doth juſt _ 
| Of which you talk, of which you ſtand in tear 
Ixow all our hopes, and expectation's gone. 
Y> Ah! whois it hasrould away the ftone? & 


Jark! All proves in yain that ever we have done, 
4aT L 3 we 
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140 Chriſt riſes. Book I, 
We muſt our ſelves in Chains of darkneſs lie, 
And be tormented to Eternitie. 


Thick darkneſs vaniſhes 3 awake, ariſe, ( skies 
Ye Mortals, and with joy open your Eycs;. 
Behold the morning of that long'd tor Day 
The Grave doth o'pe, whilſt Devils fly away 

To hide themſclves, but cannot hnd a place, 

For Vengeance haſtcns after them apace. 

The tilt Day of the weck is now come in, 

The Glorious Prince has made an cnd of Sir. 
Sce how he rouſcs up trom the dark Grave, 

The Soul from thence, from Sin and Hell to ſave. | 
Ah! how the damned Spirits cry and houl, | 
Their feartul tall with anguith to condole. 
Hell's Principalitics are ſpoiled quite, 

And all internal Pow'rs put to flight. 

Sce what an opcn {hcw is made of them, 
And how great FESUS doth their Pride contenu. ! 
Sce how he doth triumph over them all, _ 
He's on his back who gave the Soul its fall. ; 
See Death's by Death defiroy'd 3 a wond'rous ſight, 3 
Which doth the hearts of Angels much delight, 37 
They pry into, and wonder at this thing, | 
Accomplitht thus by our victorious King. 

How likea ſncaking, conquer'd, ſpoiled Foc, 
That's quite o'rccome and broughy to utter woe, 
Doth Saran look. Ah, ſee the fatal Rout, 

And how the I rince doth drag thele Dogs _ 
Phe c 


Now from the Earth freſh Light doth gild ih | 
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1, Chap.8. The final Conqueſt. I41 
e makes a ſhow of them 3 Come, take a view 
O'th conquer'd, bloody, battled Hellith Crew, 
* Whata victorious Conqueror is here ? 
6) Avhat| Victor may with this great Prince compare ? 
«> {All Warriours you admir'd heretofore, 

q ct them not be ſo much as thought on more. 
CHSIST FESUS he isriſen from the Dead, 
Sin, Wrath, Death, Hell, Devils, and all arc fled. 

* This glorious Conquett ore th' internal crew, 
5 yet more plain by that which doth inſue. 
ome paſſages trom ancient Records ſhow 
he truth of this their tinal overthrow. 
Ipon this riling |of the Prince of Light, 
The Heathen Oracles were filenc d quite. 
*Although their Pricſts and Prophets cry and call, 
Hencectorth they'r dumb, and anſwer not at all. 
Which Accident and uncxpetted change 
*Amaz'd them all; *twas fo prodigious lirangey 
ZI made them look about to tind the cauſe 
*Of ſuch their filence and ſurpriſing pauſe, 
© Surely, faith Platarch, they are either dead, 
Or elſe Wife men are riſen in their.ftead, 
*Which in theſe days diviner Secrets know, 

That Oracles before were wont to ſhow, 

'Yet he knew better things, and did deny- 

That Spirits either could wax-old, or die. 

2 Some higher Realon theretore m1 ait find out 

ZE Tc he rc(olve this ſenſe-contaunding doubt, 

© Had he convers'd with Fohn,he might have known 

t, By whom, and how thole Go 1s were overthrown. 

He. L 4 Chriſt 
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Chriſt was reveal'd ( faith he ) unto this End, 
That he the works of every Helliſh Fiend 

Might bring to newght , deſtroy and ruine quite, 
Conhning them to their eternal Night. 
That this is truth, from Authors of their own 
Might be made good, and evidently ſhown 
Sharp Javenal (*) to ſpeak it out is pleas'd, 
All Oracles at Delphos now are ceas'd. 

And lofty Lucan long ſince did complain 
That they their Deities invok'd in vain, 

The Gods (faith he,+ ) by whom this Empire ſtood 
Are from their empry Temples now remov'd. 
Their Altars too they have abhandon'd quite, 

And left the places of their old delight. 

But with one inſtance moreT may conclude, 
Though I indeed might urge a maltitude 3 
*T1s that which Pfmtarch doth afhrm, and [ 
Eſtcem above what re Antiquity | 
Hath lett recorded, or moſt curious Eyes 

Can view in belt approved Hittories, 
Relating to the matter we have ſtated, 
Which tollows thus, as 'tis by him rclatcd. 


About the period of Tiberiws's Raign (raign 


£ 142 Heathen Oracles ceaſe. Book, 
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( Who at Chriſft's Death was Rome's proud Sove- 
Strange hideous Cries, ſtrickings and howlings be | 


% 


Heard with amazement, 1n the Grecian Sea, 
. 
* $44. 6, Cefſant oracula Delphy 
} Exceſſere onmes Adytis Ariſq;rrelit ns 
Dt, quroin {mperiam hoe ſteter at S&T, 


A — ——— 


ook.JChap. 8. Heathen Oracles ceaſe, 143 


' Complaining that their great God Pan was fled, \ 
* From whence great Con'icrnations followed. 
! No ſooner did the louder Trump of Fame 
| This news of their great Pan s Retreat proclaim, 
]  Eut it was brought unto the Exmperours Ears, 
And unto him a certain Truth appcars. 
'* Who being ttartled at the ſtrange Relation, 
' Falls with his Wiſemen into Conſultation 3 
! Who ſought by Magick to reſolve the doubt: 
' Which all their Art and Skill could not hnd out. 
Yet Chrittians in thoſe days could quickly ſpy 
! The way to open the whole Myſieric. 
: Comparing times, they tound this (irange Relation 
| Did jul tall out upon Chritli's Death and Pathon 5 
| And then concluded tftraightway b» the tall 
Ot their great Pan, which lignincth Ad 
All Spirits by Chriſt's Death werc (> atticted, 
Their uttcr Ruin thereby was prvarcted. 
Yea others of their own Recor: > tiill do 
Conhrm the truth ot this their overthrow. 
* How one of them conlirain'd fometume before 
 _* By God himſelf, their tall did thus deplore : 
alpn,? « 4n Hebrew Child that ſhall be born, will be 
SOVE-! © The final downfal of our Dignity. 
gS be} « gl} our uſurpt Dominions by that Child 
: © Shall come to nought, and utterly be ſpoil 'd. 
' © He ſtrikes us dumb, and nonplus*s our Art, C 
/ 


R 
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' © Henceforth in vain no further Queſtions ſtart, 

' * But ſad and ſilent from our Shrines depart, 

| us 
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Angels ſing. Book IT. 


Thus God doth force Devils ſometimes to ſpeak, 
That which doth much againlt their Int'relt make. 
But ſtay, my Mule; the Cherubs chant again, 

O liſten to this more melodious ſtrain, 
The glorious Angels do (weet Triumphs ling, 
Upon the Conquelts ot our Heavnly King 3 
They clap their wings, and leap for joy to ſee 
This total Rout and happy Victorie. 
Shall Heav'n rejoyce, and more concerned Earth | 
Not fing aloud Fehovab's praiſes forth ? ; 
O happy Day, bleſt hour, the belt of all ' d 
Poor Mortals ever ſaw ſince Adam's fall | 
Chriſt of a truth is riſen from the Grave, 1 
No Pow'rs of Hell could keep him in the Cave. q 
Yet are therc ſome in thele laſt evil days Þ 
Deny that he trom Death hirmſclt did raiſe. z 
The Jews alſo, with their Forctathers, ſay, 1 
*T was a Deceitz tor he was ttoln away 
Whillt drouſy Soldiers fcll into a fleep, 


Who the Sepulchre had a charge to keep. « 
A thing themſclves, no dou bt, could not bclieve, 
But was forg'd by the Devil, to deceive 4 


And blind mens Eycs,who wanted that inſpe&tion © 
They might have had touching his Reſurrection. 
'T was the laſt game the Devil could devilc, 

To hinder Chriſt's moſt glorious Enterprile. 
They knew that it his Refurreftion were 
Received for a truth, no hope was there, 

But all that they had dons, it tumble matt : 

So the laſt Evil would exceed the tirl}, 


But 
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k I. hap.$. Proofs of Chriſt's Reſurreftion. 145 . 


kj But if they had believ'd it, certainly 
ake. Fhe Souldiers had with great'lt ſeverity 
l, FÞeen puniſhed, tor being fo remils, 
About a thing ſo weighty as was this. 
Þclides, were they aſleep, how could they tell 
AV hat things there came to pals, or what befel| ? 
Or, if awake, why did they not prevent 
Thoſe men who came with ſuch a (trong intent ? 
ZAnd can one think, if the Diſciples durlt (firſt? 
[Attempt that thing, they ſhould have ſiript him 
{Would they not take the body in the cloaths, 
| Leſt e're they'd done,the Sould'crs thould haveroſe, 
* And caught them doing it? and then be ſure 
> Great ſufferings for it they mult endurc. 
! Nay, had theſe men bcen guilty ot ſuch evils, 
? They'd been no bettcr than {educing Devils, 
Z The worlt of Mortals : and how was it then 
* That God ſhould own and witneſs to ſuch inen, 
' By aidingthcm ? Would Heavens Pow'r have gone 
* To prove a Chcat, when Miracles were done ? 
"> © Again, they were of ſuch Inteprity, 
* As none could brand with the lealt infamy, 
on * And they 'ith face of Focs, without lealt dread 
Declare that he was riſen trum the Dead 3 
That they convers'd wich him full torty days, 
Whillt he in{tructed-them in all his ways, 
* Bctorc he did aſcend. And then agen, 
In Galilee at once hve hundred men 
Saw him with joy, and 1a thcir, witneſs gave, 
! That heindecd was riſcn from the Grave, 
ut * Ts Here 
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Here ſtop again, my Pen, Time calls away, 
Upon this Theme thou mult no longer (tay ; 
\. Leave them to periſh, let them tall and die, 
That this ble(t Retvrreftion do deny. * 
Shall God, his Saints, and Angels, witneſs bear 
Unto this thing, and yet ſhall Mortals dare 
To call the (ame in queſtion, or deny 
What is conhrm'd by ſuch Authority ? 
No, frm as Earth, or Heav'ns more ſtable poles, 
Let this great Truth be tixt in pious Souls. 
Without it Faith's a Fancy, and the bcit 
Of men more wretched than the vilctt Beaſt. 


But now, awake my Muſe, no longer ſlumber, 
The Day doth dawn, and joys which none can num- | 
Are ruſhing in upon the Prince of Light 3 ( ber | 
This ſorrow's gone, nought now but Glory bright * 
Shines forth in him 3 now is he rais'd on high, 

Far out o'th reach of all malignity. 

Nor men nor Devils can aunoy him more, 

He's ſafcly landed on the long'd-for ſhore. 

Go Turtles, go, whilft thouſand [oys betide 

The glorious Brideproom and his purchas'd Bride. ©. 
That Sun is riſen who will nere go down, 1 
Who will his Spouſe with light of Glory crown, * 
But wherc's the Soul! O where, alas, is the, ; 
For whom hedy d and hung upon the Tree ? 

What greeting? O what-Joy, when they do meet, 


There will abound ! the thoughts thereof arc (ſweet. * 
He 
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ok 1 Chap. + Chriſt be not riſen, 147 


e that was Dead is come to Life again, 
And cver ſhall in bliſs Eternal raign. 
hrice happy is that Soul which he hath choſe 

To be his Love, his Dove, his Sharon's Roſe. 
But where 1s the. and what is her Eftate ? 
or nothing of her we have heard of late. 
Poth ſhe not wait ? doth ſhe not long to ſee 
His lovely Face, and to embraced be 
n his dear Arms ? O dont ſhe greatly crave 
ne fight of him, one viſit more to have ? 
Doth not her Soul diſſolve then into tears, 
With thoughts of him who freed her from all fears ? 
ead the next Part, and you will quickly hnd 
(The Fruit of Sin; and nature of the mind 
ber, | That is corrupt, and fill'd with carnal Love, a 


2 


um. How nothing can thoſe vile Aﬀections move 3 
' ber Oh how unkind to Chriſt do Sinners prove! 
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The Exd of the Firſt Book, 
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The Glorious Loyer, 


| 
4 A Divine P ot Mm. 
* | CHAP. L 


Shewing how Chriſt renews his Suit again and again. 
which is done either by the miniſtration of the Goſpel, 
or by bis various Providences, and yet the Soul re. 
fuſes to receive him. 


HUS have you heard a Sacred Story told, 

T rar tull of Wonders, Wonders, whichuntold 
Such depths of Wiſdom, depthsof Grace and Love. 
Which none can comprehend, it is above 

The reach of men 3' no knowledg is fo high 

That can conceive of it 3 nay, Angels pry 

Into this thing, this Myſtry is fo deep, 

It all the glorious Serephims doth keep 

In holy admiration, they'r amaz'd 

To ſec how all the Attributes are rais'd 


150 Chriſt ſeeks the oft Soul. 


In equal Glory, and do ſweetly ſhine 
In their own proper Sphere, alike divine, 
Here by diviner Art you all may find 
What was in our great God's eternal mind, 
Before the Eartt's foundation long was laid, 
Or cre bright So! his glorious beams difplay'd, 
ReſpeRting Man, whom he forclaw would fall, 
And bring his Soul thereby into fad thral: 
Here may you with much eaſe and joy eſpy | 
The great reſult of the blelt Trinity, 
In that eternal Council held above, iT 
About the Soul, the objec of Chriſt's Love. $* 
Here allo, here's a proot of true affection, 
And how to love trom hence let's take direction. $1 
Who ever had or thew'd ſuch love as he, 
Who for his Love was nailed to the Tree ? 
But, hark! ſome do enquire, they long to hea 
What is become of th' Soul he loves fo dear? # 
Lo, from the Grave he's come, he looks about, 
He ſearches every place to tind her out. 
What, is the fled ! and where? in what ſtrange INJ 
Of c/-45 and darkneſs lurks the all this while ? 
Guou Keader, urge me not, Ile let thee hear 
That which may melt thy Soul into a tcar. - 
Excuſe my Pen tor what its lincs ſhall ſpeaks 
Such Marble hearts as cannot melt, muſt break. 
To leave off here, I'm ſure it is not fit, 
Nor would I write what you would have unwrit. 
But ſince 1t doth upon the Soul reflec , 
Ft matters not how much we dodetet 
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k. IChap:1. The Rothy Heart, © 1151 


*The folly which doth in the Sinner lie, 
*When Soveraign Grace exalted is thereby. 
EMy Heart and Pen ſcem both to be at firite, 
!To paint unkindnefs forth unto the life. 
Wilt Thou, who dott the Muſes aid, afford 

d, Wivine alliance, that each pow'rtul word 

ul, IMay rend a heart at leaft, and every line 
Turn Kingdoms and whole Nations into brine. 
2 Ot their own tears ? teach me, O Lord, the skil 
| T' extract the ſpirit of griet, Olet my Quil, 
Like Moſes Rod, make Adamants to fly, 

| That tears, may guſh like Rivers from each cyec. 

How can it once be thought that ſuch a Friend, 6 


on. JWho loveth thus, doth thus his love commend, 


ZAnd in ſuch fort fo ftrangely condeſcend, 
Should when all's done by her contemned be, 
Though he's molt high, and ſhe of baſe degree? 
The grand deſign, the end and reafon why _. 
Thus Prince trom Heaven came, was ſcourg'd, did 
Vas to redeem the Sorl, and ſo endeavour (diCc, 
To get her love, and marry her tor ever, 
&? FAs is before declar'd. But will you hear 
r {How things are carry'd, how they manag'd are ? 
The time 1s come, you'l tind, by what enſues 
, That this great Lord his Suit a-treth renews. 
Ke FWhen Sacred Love runs thus with greateſt torce, 

_ EWhat pity is't ought thould difturb its courfe ? 
Wit. YHow can the Sox! retuſe to entertain 

$A Lover, which tor her with ſhame was flain? 
_ ! | M But 
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But ſtop again, my Maſe, thou muſt give o're, 
The Prince is come, lo he is at her door. 


Jeſus Prince of Light. 
Moſt precious Soul! I now am come again, 

Behold *tis I, who for thee have been ſlain, 
How is't with thee, haft thou not hcard the news 
What for thy ſake I ſuffer'd by the Fews . 
That through a Sea of blood, and forrows great, 
I now am come with bowels to intreat 
Thee to embrace the offer I preſent. 
And, fhr(t of all, with tears 7 thou repent 
That ever thou halt entertaincd Sin, 
That has to me fo very bitter bin. 


Soul. 
Repent ! This is a melancholly firain 3 

It ſuits with (uch whoſe lives arc fill'd with pain, 
And guilty are of ſome notorious crime, 
Whoſe glaſs is near run out, whoſe precious time 
Draws to an end} *tis good for ſuch indeed 
To look about them, and repent with ſpeed : 
But thus *ris not with me, I know no forrow 
Fle wave that work, Fle wave it till to morrow 3 
To morrow, I mcan, till ſome fitter feafon : 
I fee no cauſe, alas, I know no reaſon 
To hark to thoughts that may ditturb my peace, 
When joys abound, and fweat delights increaſe. 

\epent! of what tirange kind of voice (hall I 
Amazed ltand, yet can no danger 'ſpy. 

Feſu 


_—_ —___ pr —_—_— 


k 11.7 Chap.t. Many deny'd Repentance, » USE 


FESVS. 
 } No tcaſon why! Ah'Soul, art Gill fo blind, 
! Wounded from head ro foot, and canſ thou find 
In, No ground of grict, no cauſe to lay to heart 
Thy horrid guilt, nor yet the bitter ſmart 
news, Which I indur'd for thee, to prevent 6 


* #* Severer Wrath, ſeverer puniſhment, 

cat, } And doſt not favour this ſweet word, Repent ? 

| *Tis well there's room, a call, a ſeafon fit 3 

* There's thouſand Souls who are denied it. 

| Dari, dar'lt adventure till to live in Sin ? 

| What, crucife thy dying Lord agin ! 

| Werenot my pangs ſufficient? muſt I bleed 
Atreſh ? O mult thy fintul pleaſures feed 
Upon my torments ? and augment the ſtory oh 
. | Of the {ad pathon of the Lord of Glory ? | | 
pan, | Is there no pity in thee ? what, no remorſe 

| Within thy breaſt? Seck, ſeek a firm divorce 

5 time | Betwixt thy ſelf and Sin3 do thy endeavour 
| To break that league, depart, depart for ever. 
1: Did I not ſuffer to diſſolve the knot | 
2W Between thee and all Luft? and wilt thou nor 
TroW > } Regard me now, but entertain my Foe? 
£ ! What, crucl unto me, and thy felt too! 
! I prethee, Soul, bethink thy (elf, and yield, 
Xeace, } And Ietthy Lovers for my (ake be kill'd 3 
reale. ? Ah, tet them die, who it they live, will be 
Is * Thy death at latt, who have bin death to me. 


7 ew? | M 2 Saul. 
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Hpartial yielding, Book IT. 


Soul, 

Tho? joys are ſect, which do delight my heart 3 
Ah! howcan I and fintul ObjeQts part ? 
Mult gainful Lults, and thoſe which honour's yield, 
At once be put to th* Sword ? And thoſe be kill'd 
Which ſo much pleaſure unto me afford ? 
How can it be ? alas, it 1s too hard : 
The thoughts of it's a pertect death to me 3 
Lord, ſay no more, I cannot yield to thee. 


Feſis, 

Ah ! Didſt thou know, poor Soxl.what *tis to fin, 
And how my Soul for it has tortur'd bin, 
Thou wouldii tevenged be on it, I'm furc, 
And a divorcement {pecdily procure, 
Or, did(i thou know what grict it is to me 
To be contemned and deſpis'd by thee 3 
Such churliſh Anſwers would(ti thou not return 
To him, whoſe ſoul in fervent love do's bura 
To thee, poor wretch, and only tor thy good, 
*Tis that I ſeck, and ſought with tears of blood, 
Once more I ask thy love, I cannot leave thee, 
Until my everlaſting Arms receive thee. 


Soul, 
If 1 may have thoſe pleaſures which delight me, 
Whoſe amorous glances {weetly do invite me 
To love them dear, who tollen have my heart, 


Jam contcnted thou ſhouldit have ſome part _ 


k IT. 


cart 3 


yield, 
Kill'd 


to fin. 


urn 


Chap. 1. A partial yielding, 


Of my affe&ion : Worldly joy is ſweet, 
And I reſolve to take ſome part ot it, 


I55 


Feſis, 
UngratetuT'Soul ! did I not wholly give 
My (clt tor thee ? and ſhall I now receive 
A piece of thine, nay but a little part, 
That have deſerved more than a whole heart 2 
*'Tis all the heart, or none 3 do'ſt think it tit 


| Sin and the Devil ſhould have part of it ? 


To be contented that his Spouſe ſhould have, 

Some other Suiters, and to them ſhould cleave? . 
W hat fayſt, deceived Soul ? why ftand(it thou mute? 
Diſcloſe thy inward thoughts, and grant my Suit. 
O ſpeak ! or, it thy doubttul mind be bent 

To filence, let that filence be conſent. 

If thou wilt granc me that whole heart of thine 3 
We'l cxchange hearts, I'le give thee all of mine. 


Would any Lover ſuch {irange love receive, : 


She look'd about, the mus'd, ſhe pangd a whils, 
AV hilit he on her calt torth an Heav'nly (mile , 
Sweet rays of Glory glanced from his Eye, 

Enough to ravith all the fttanders-by 3 
So great a lulire trom his garments thone, 
It dazl'd all weak cyes to look upon. 
Likc as the Sun his glorious beams ditplays, 
Diſperling every way his ſparkling rays, 
When in his ſtrength & ſplendor bright doth ſhine, 
So glutcr'd forth his Glory all Divine. | 
M 3 Ncre 


. 


#. x56 Chriſt's Lovelinſs. . Book Il. 


Ne're ſuch a beauty catnal eyes beheld, 

Ah! one ſweet ſight of him has wholly fill'd 
The greateti Soul that liv'd, and there is (ill 
Enough in him miulliops of Hearts to hl, 
And none but Him alone can fatishe 

The Soul] of Man, the Soukenlightned eye. 
But ſtay and hear the Anſwer which is given 
By the deceived Soul. ' O let the Heaven 
And Exrthaftoni{h'd fand, whillt fiubborn ſhe 
Deny'd his Suit, will not perſuaded be 

To o'pe her door, who longs to enteriin, 

To h1} hex Soul with joy, defiroy her tin. 


Sol. 


Strange *tis to me ſuch beauty ſhould be there | 
What, ſo amazing glorious, none fo faix! _ 
When I no lovelincls in him can (ce 
The Workl, and outward pleaſures, ſeem to me 
More rare and fpritctul, tar the better choice 3 
Such things I like : but for this Lover's voice, 
His Face and Favour I ca'nt fo eltecm, 

' Nor can I leave all things tor love of him. 
1 heretore be gone, and ceaſe thy ſuits tor I 
Have hxt my mind el{where, my heart and cyc 
Is {et on that which out ward <ycs can fee, 
Louid, Jet me not be troubl'd n.orc with thee» 


© ſlay, my Muſe ! reach me an Iron Pep, 
T cngrave thus on the matble hearts of mens 
Let 


ok II. Chap.t. + A ſucceſs yet.  ' 157 
3 Let Stners look within,” then let them read | 
7 Theruſelves ungratetul, blind, and dark indeed. 
Would not each Soul conclude this Creature were | 
> Belides her ſelf, or el{e deſcrv'd to bear 

# The great'it contempt, and pity*d be by none, 

© That bids ſuch a dear Lover to be gone? 


he 


* The Soul trom fin and evil to divide, 


pony 


2 As the ofhcious agents of bis Will, 


* That his {wcet voice, ot {odivine a ſtrain, 


| But makes @ new Etlay, another Trial. 


How oft has he by precious motives try'd 


' And make hcr too obdurat heart relent, 
And take ſuch ways as Wiſdom do's invent ? 
| His Pathons, Sighs and Tears are ready fall, 


To work her to a ſence ot her eſtate : 
But ſhe 's ( alas ) fo dark and deſperate, 


So moving, mov'd her, but ſeems all in vain, 
He tighs for her, he knows her {ad diftre(s, 

He 25ks her love, but (ill without ſuccels. 

Ah Sinners! view your rocky hearts, and then 
Smaitc on your brealts, lament,and read agen. 
The glorious Lord his love's fo {irange,ſo great, 
He knows not how to think ot a retreat. 

His foul is griev'd, yet takes not her denial, 


' Jeſus. 

Did, did I love thce trom Eternity ? 
And my celeſtial Kingdorn leave tor thee ? 
Did I Man s humane nature frcely take? 

Vid I my bed in a poor Manger make ?* 


M 4 | EP13 


"FF 158 Chrif repeats bis ſuſferings. Book. 11. Pha 


Did I engage the cruePit of all Foes ? 
Did Itr6ma men and Devils meet with blows? 
Djd I ſuch kind of tortures undergoe 
Which men-nor Angels can't conceive or know ? 
Did Wrath purſue, and Jultice tall on me? 
Ard did I bear it all for love to thee? 
Ah! did I {ſweat great drops of Sacred Blood, 
Until the ground was ſprinkled where 1 liood ? 
And were my tect and hands nail'd to the Tree, 
Whiltt my dear Father hid his Face from me ? 
HavcI with joy, delight, and cheartul heart 
Indur'd all this excellive pain and (mart, 
And out ot precious love to thee 1 bore ? 
And mult 1{till be kept out ot thy door ? 4 
{ | Shall, fhall I leave thee then, and take my flight $: 
#3} Into fome torcign Land, and let the Night 
f Ot dilmgl darkne(s be thy lot for ever, 
Where diretul Wrath all gracclef(s fonls/do fever 
| Fromatl {weet (hines of my Etcrnal Fee | 
73 Thatthou maylt there bewail with ſhaine thy cafe? 
T5 When ſhades of trightful darkneſs thee'do cover, 
*} - Thou wilt condole the lots of ſuch a Lover 3 

bt  MuſtI begone, muſt I my tarewel take 

35 And leave theeto thy (clt ? my heart doth ake 
{3} To thinkupon thy ſtate, when 1 do leave thee 3 
| Br Far rather would I have theſe Arms receive thee. 
f 3 Whar, flight a Saviour thus, a Friend indeed, 
# 08 An early Friend. a Friend, who choſe to blecd 
d 11 For thee, and in thy ttead, that fo thareby 
4 3 He might enjuy thee ro Excrnitic! 


Farc- 
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I. Chap. 1, Chrift's Departure. 159 
arewel, falſe Soul, I bid thee now adicu ; 
ake what will follow.dread what will inſue, 
zrief, ſorrows, fickneſs and a troubled mind, 
| Mill thee purſue, until thou com'tt to tind 
changed heart 3 and vengeance do's allot 
Ruin to thoſe thou lov'ſt, who love thee not. 
I'le kill them all who have inſnard thy heart, 
Ectore trom thce for ever I depart. 
Ah! how my Soul with a tempeftuous tide 
FOt tears is overwhelm'd, whiltt I'm deny'd 
My Suit by thee ! my pathons overflow 
To-{ce thee flight mc, and my patlion too; 
What , tread me underfoot! whiltt vanity, 
And worldly joys, are Jewels in thine cyc! 
ht FAs it beſt good, and (weet'tt content lay hid 
In that gay fruit, which 1s alone forbid. 
He wov9's, the Soul fays no; he ſtill replies 
FHe ſweetly ſues, the wickedly denies. 
3He woos atreſh, ſhe anſwers with diſdain, 
E 


I cannot love, but he intreats again. 
At lat he leaves her, and his Suit adjourns 3 
= views the Soul, and griev'd, away rcturns ; 
c bids tarewel, and yet he bids it ſo, 
yu it he knew not how to take her No. 
$3 He bids tarewel, but *ris as it delay 
Did promiſc better tarewels, than his ſtay, 
He row withdraws, but *tis with a defign 
Z His abſence might her heart. the more inclins 
To th* love and liking of him, or to (ee 
What by ſvme other'means pertorm'd may be, 
C- As 


160 Chriſt's departure, Book II, 


As Lovers often times by rules of Art 

Deviſe new ways to gain upon the heart 

Of ſuch they love, to bring them to their bow 
Like things ſometimes doth Jeſus alſo do. 

T' inclinethe Sinners heart, he hidcs his face, 
And brings them into a diſtreſſed caſe, 


He lays them on ſick beds, for to diſcover 


The worth and need ot ſuch a Sacred Lover. 

Poor Sinners, ponder well what you do read, 

And mind thoſe thoughts which woo you to take 

How you neglect & flight the day of Grace, (hced 

Or to bale lutis and vain delights give place, 

Now ſickneſs comes, & Death begins to fright ker, 

And tis no marvel it the Lord do flight her. 

Her drouſy Conſcience allo now awakes 

Alas, {he ftartI'd much, ſhe weeps, the quakes, 

She crys out for a Chrili, but non's in light, 

And all her other Lovers tail her quite. 

She yields, ſhe loves, but with a ſcrvile heart, 

When other Lovers ſlizht her and depart, ; 

She loves thee not, Lord Chrilt,tor what thou art, 

But what thou haſt ; and ſhould ſhe ſparcd be, 

She'd ſhew her love to Sin,'more than to thee. 
No {qoner the (ad Soul her fate lamcnts, 

But bowels mov'd in Fe/ls, herelents. 

In her afMiictions, he's afflicted too, 

And can't be long c'rc he] compatlions ſhew, 

He ſent relief, he ceas'd hcrot her pain, 

And rais'd her up to tormer health again, 


But 


—_——_— 


| Chap.1. Theologue:fent again, 16r # 
+ But as *twas hinted, fo it came to pals, 23 
The wretched Soul proves vile as ere the was, 
Afiiction will not bring to Feſws's feet, 
Unleſs great Pow rdo go along with it. 

The Soul's like Phar'ob: crys when (initten ſore 
Then, thcn tor Chrilt, and O *twill tin no more! 
But when xais'd up, and has ſweet health reftor'd, 
It cleavs to Sin aticlh, torgets the Lord. 

But the affeCtions of the Prince of Peace 

Abatcd not, but rather did incrcalc, 

His love and patience both alike lhine forth, 

To *ttonilhment of all who live on Earth. 

And that he might obtain the Soul at laſt, 

His Servants call'd and ſent away in haſt 

To recommend his love, and in his ticad 

To o'pe thoſe precious Glorics, which lic hid 

| To her and to all thoſe who carnal be : 

Alas! they ca*nt bchold, they cannot fee 

Thoſe high perte&tions which in eſis are, j 


—— 


Nor can they think his beauty is {o rare, 
E xcceding all conception, all compare. 
DearReader, prethee mark what here inſues 
| Mind, mind the Arguments this man dos uſe 
To move the Soul to'tcars of trne contrition, 
Fctch'd trom Chrili's luve,and trom her lott condi- 
| ( tion. 
Theologue. 


By Jeſus ſent ! by ſuch a Prince as he! 
Ah! *tis a work too great, too high tor me. 
V\ hzr 


162 Teologue fent again, Book Il, Cha: 


What glory, Lord, haſt thou conferr'd on thoſe FSo m 
Thou do*ſt imploy, thy ſecrets to diſclole ! *So m 
What! be a Spokeſman for a Prince (6 great, Wha 
To _ ſent is Love, and to entreat {No £ 
Poor Sinners in his ſtead, to entertain 'And 
His Sacred Perſon! Lord, Ile try again *Aht 
(Since thou command'!t me forth ) what may be * Brut 
Thou bidit me go, my duty is to run. ( done; {Ott 
Did Abraham's Servant readily comply * Tho 
With his-Command with great'ſt hdelity ? * And 
And {hall I be unfaithful unto thee ? And 
No, Lord, I will not; do but ſtrengthen me, | Tha 
Proſper my way, and let me have ſucceſs, Ah! 
That I with him thy Sacred Name may bleſs 3 Tv 
And how (hall I, poor nothing I, rejoice iNo 
To (ce the Soul, thy Spouſe, thy Father's choice, © Why 
What next thy love's fo {weet, Lord, unto me, Wt, 
Than to bring in poor Sinners unto thee ? ' The 
* * Anc 
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Shewing the evil of Sin, and how compar d. - Has 

4 Th 


AIL, precious Soul! once glorious, noble born, © Do 

' A But now debasd, dctil d, in garmentstornz 3 Th 

Nay, naked quite, yet mindit it not at all 3 | Th 

Thy wounds do ſtink, and Vipcrs in them crawl. 7 Th 
: So | 


——— 


Chap.2, Sin compared to a Serpent, 163 


þS0 many fins of which thou guilty art, 
'So many Serpents cleave unto thy heart, 
'What 5 Sin ? is't not a trighttul Cockatrice? 
No Serpent like the Serpent called Vice, 
'And doſt thou love to play with ſuch a thing? 
: Ah fool ! take heed, view, view its poiſonous ſting, 
" Brute Beaſts by Natur's inſtinct are aware 
Ot the. gilt bait and ſence-beguiling ſnare, > 
* Though it ſeems ne'r ſo ſweet, or ner (o tair, 
And art thou ſuch a tool to hug a Snake, 
And in thy brealt ſuch great proviſion make, 
- That it may harbour there both day and night? > 
| Ah! Couldit thou ſec, or hadſt a licthe fight, | 
: *T would ſoon appear a very loath'd delight, 
' No evil like the evil called Sin, 
* Which thou doſt love, which thou tak'/t pleaſare in, 
' For whatis Sin, is't not a deadly evil. 
The hlthy ſpawn and off-ſpring of the Devil? 
* And is thy mind on folly wholly bent ? 
What. love the Devils odious excrement |! 
Shall that which is the ſuperfluity 
Ot naughtinels, be lovely in thine Eye ? 
W hat, dott thou value Chritt, and all he hath 
Not worth vain joys and pleaſmes on the Earth ? 
- Has he fo much elteemed thee? and mutt 
» Thou value him lefs than a curfed Luli ? 
Dott thou more good 1n that toul Brat eſpy, 
Than 1s1n all the glorious Trinitic ? 
That which men judge is belt, they ſtrive to chuſe, 
* Things ct the ſmallelt value they retule. 


l O 


-Canſft thon be guilty of, or cant thou ſhow, 


164 Sin worſe than the Devil. Book; 11% Ch 


O wretched Soul! what thoughts doſt thou retain And 
Of thy dear Lord and bleſſed Soveraign ? 
Come, view thy choice, ſee how deprav'd thou art. 
In judgment, will, affection, thy whole heart | 
Is fo corrupt, defiled, and impure, 
Thoucanti not Chritt, nor Godlincfs indure. 


Again, what's Sin? ist not a traitrous Foe, 
A Traytor unto God, and Rebel too ? 
It firtt of all againtt him took up Arms, 
And made his Angels tall by its falſe charms. 
Nought is ſo contrary to God as that, 
Nor more the pertc& objec of his hate. 
The Devil was God's Creature, good at firſt ; 
*T was {tn that made him hatetul and accurtt. 
Sin ne'r was good, its cffence is impure 3 
Evilat fhrii, fo now, fo will indare. 
And dareſt thou, O Soul, conceal this Foc ? 
Nay, hide him in thy houſe, and alſo ſhow 
Such deared love to him, as to delight 
In his baſe company both day and night ? 
Nay, {port and play, and merry be with him 3 
What Gods dos hate and loath, doſt thou eſteem ? 
Doft not. O Soul. deſerve tor this to die? , 
What greater crime, what greater enmity 


Than thus to harbour God's molt traitrous Foe ? 
The chicteit room he can always coragmand, 
Whiltt my dear Matter at thy door mull ttand, 


I Chap. 2. Sin worſe than Hell. 165 


n# And can't one look, nor one fweet ſmile obtain, 
1 Who is thy Saviour, and thy Soveraign. 


'f 


< 
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What's Sin? a thing that's worſer than the Devil, 


” Sin made him (o, fin is a thing fo evil, 


x 


5 


f 
; 
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'Tis worſe than Hell, it dug that horrid pit, 


'Tis fin that caſts all Sinners into it. 
No lake of Fire, no Tophet had there bin 


* For ſoulsof Men nor Devils, but through fin: 
* *Tis that-which lays them there heapupon heap, 
* Sin was the cauſe 'twas made fs large and dcep. 


| Sin 15 the tuel that augments Hell-hre 3 


Wer't not for fin, Hell-flames would ſoon expire. 
And wilt thou dandle fin fiill on thy knee? 

Wilt make a mock of it ? wilt jolly be ? 

Wilt fin and ſay; alas! Lam in ſport ? 


| Ah! ſee thy tolly, cre thou pay'ti dear for 't, 
* I6 lin God's foe? and is it foro thee ? 
| Then part with fin, break that athnitie: 


Diſſolve the knot with ſpecd, do thy endeavour 3 
Which will defiroy thee otherwile for ever, 


Nay, what is Sin? itisa Leproſy: 
When Scripture fo compares it, may not I 
Call it a ficknefs, or a loathfom ſore, 
That quite covers the Soul, and ſpreads all o're, 
Like to an Ulcer, or intecious Biles, 
That do corrupt, that poiſons and defiles 
The Soul afflicted, and all others too 
That dwcll with him, or have with him to do ? 
Oh 


_ 


6? - + 5; ae. Ce I - 


a, Wendt, "ff EE 


Rd 


166 Six's a Leprofie. 
Oh how: do men fly trom the Peſtilence ? 


And wilt not thou learn witdom Soul from thence? 


Sin is a plague that kills eternally 

All fouls oft men, unleſs they ſwittly fly 

To Jeſu Chriſt, no Mcd'cine will do good, 
Nor heal this plague, but this Phyficians Blood. 
What blindneſs is there then in thy baſe heart ? 
*Tisnot the plague, th* Phylician mutt depart : 


Thou thutlt the door, wilt not let him come in. 


Whoſe purpoſc is to heal the plague of tin. 


Nay, what is fin? 'tis poiſon ina Cup. 
That's gilt without, and men do drink it up 
Moſt carnctily, with joy, and much delight, 
Being, pleaſant to the carnal appetite. 

Sin's facet to him whole foul is out of taſte, 
But longalas, its {weetnelfs will not lat, 

Sin's {wcet to th? fleſh that dos it dearly love, 
But to the Spurit it dos poiſon prove, 

Halt, halt thou fuck'd this deadly poiſon in, 
And doit not fee thy vital parts bepin 

To ſwell? art poifon'd, Soul, look, look about 
To get an Antidote tor work it out, 

Betore i is too Jate, The poiſon's tirong, 
Don't ſtay a day, twelve hourFis too long. 
One dram of Grace mixt with repenting tears, 
The grace of pertect love, that calts oat tears, 
Mixt with that Faith, which kills all unbeliet, 


Took down with ſpecd, will cafe thee of thy gricf, 
Will 
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Chap.2. Sin's 4 Thref. 167 

Will purge thy ſoul, and work by vomit well, 

And all vile dregs of venom *twil expel. 

Unlcls thou vomit up cachdreg, be ture 

No hope of lite > one fin will Death procure 

Unto thy ſoul. Repentance is not right, 

Till tin, nay, every fin's forſaken quite, 

Not only Ictt, but, as a poiſonous Cup, 

They greatly loath what c're they vomit up» 

No evil like the evil called Sin, 

IſVhich thou doſt Iove, which thou tak'ft pleaſure ins 
Again, what's lin ? it is an horrid Thict,\ 

Or a Decciver 3 nay, it is the chiet 

Or grandett Cheater too that cre was known, 

He has rob'd thouſands; nay, there is but onc 

That lives, or e*rce has liv'd, but rob'd have bin 

By this great Thict, by this Deceiver, $ IN, 

No petty Padder, his ambitious Eye 6 #\ 


Dorh ſearch about, he ſubtilly does fpy 
Into the place where all the Jewels he. 
The tri he ſcizes is the Jewel Time. 
He liz<ly robscach Soul ot all cheir prime 
And chictett days, which mercy doth afford, 
Which thould be dedicated to the Lord. 
And more then this,not one good thing they have; 
But clic of it does this curtt Thiet deceive. 
Sweet Goſpel Grace, nay and the Goſpel too, 
And all that glory which they alto do 
Confer on us, Souls arc deceiv'd hereby, 
Ard yet they know it not, they don't efpy 
The way it works, it's done {0 {ecretly, 
N Sin 


168 Sin's a Thief. Book 11. ; 


Sin robs the foul of its ſweet Jewel Peace, ' 
And in its room do's grief and anguiſh place. | 
Who ever doth this grievous lols ſultain, 
Can't have it made up unto him again 
By Treaſurcs of all Kingdoms here on Earth, | 
No valuing it, no knowing of its worth, } 

F, Another thing this Thiet has in his Eye, 

[4 And lays his Fingers on, then by and by 

8 Doth bear away, it is the Jewel, Sol, 

A loſs which mortals ever thall condole, 

For had a man ten thouſand worlds to loſe: 

The lots of them tar better had he choſe, 

Than loſe his foul, why would you think it ſtrange? 

What thall a man tor's ſoul give in exchange ? 

There's one rich Jewcl more, and *tis the chict 

That is aim'd at by Satan and this Thiet, 

Ah ! *®tis a thing more worth than all the reſt ; 

How, how can then the value be exprelt ? 

It is a precious Stone that ſhines ſo bright, 

It doth the heart of the great God delight. 

He loves it dear, 'tis that his cyc's upon, 

And nought he prizes like this precious Stone. 

This Stone, poor Soul, heoffers unto thee, 

What ſaylt thou to't, canſt thou no beauty ice , 

No worth in that which God accounts fo rare ? 

Strange *tis! ſhall I the cauſe of it declare? 

Sin blinds thine eycs, and dos beguile thee fo, 

. Thou tor a Pepple lets this Jewel go. 

This ltone(know thou) is the Pearl of great price, 

Lt not this baſe Deceiver thee entice 
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Chap.2 . Sin's a Thief. 169 


To ſlight dear FESUS : wilt be ſucha fool, 
To loſe thy time, thy Chtiſt, peace, and thy ſowl ? 
Pe thou more wiſe, and more contiderate, 
Thou doftt, alas, thy pleaſurcs over-rate. 
Let 5 goto th' ballance, prethee, Soul, let's weigh 
The Pearl of price 3 make halt, and quickly lay 
Into the ſcales, the flcſh, and loads of pleaſure 3 
For honour, all the acts of mighty Ceſar, (lure 6 
And calt whole mines in too, whole mines of trea- 
Add world to world, then hcapa thouſand more, 
And throw them in, if thou canſt find ſuch ſtore 5 
And {ce which ballance of them is too lightz Y' 
Lo it js done, and thine's ſuch under-weight, c 
It (cerms as if thy ſcale was empty quite. Oo 
Let's take the Pearl out, and then lets put in 
An airy bubblez now let's weigh agin. 
Sce, ſce, tond Soul, thy ſcale alott dos fly, 
There's nothing in't, 'tis leſs than vanity. 
What folly was't to make the tirtt compare ? 
W hat weigh the world with Chrilt! noneed is there 
To run that parallel, thou now mayſt hind 
Thy (elf deceiv'd, thou labour'ſt for the wind. 
For {in's compos'd of nought fave ſabril wiles, 
It tawn's and flatters, and betrays by (miles. 
It's like a Panther, or a Crocodil, 
It ſcems to love, and promiſes no ill 3 
It hides its ſting, ſeems harmlcts, as the Dove, 
It hugs the Soul, it hates, when vow's tru'lt love. 
It plays rhe Tyrant moſt by gilded pills, 
It ſecretly inſnares the Soul it kills. 

N 3 Sin $ 


I70 Sn compar'd to Dalilah. Book II, 


Sin's promiſes they all deceitful be, 

Docs promiſe wealth, but pay us poverty : 

Docs promiſe honuur, but dos pay us ſhame, . 
And quitc bereaves a man of his good name. 
Does promiſe pleaſurc, but does pay us ſorrow 3 
Does promiſe Litc to day, pays Death to morrow- 
No evil like to th evil called Sin, 

Which thou dot love, which thou tak'/t pleaſure in. 
Again, what's Sin ? a ſecond Dalilab, 
Which in the boſom lics, does tempt and draw 

The Soul to yicld unto its curſed ways, 

And reſicth not until it quite betrays 

Ir's Lite into the proud Philiſtines hands, 

Who take and bind it with baſe churliſh bands 3 
Nay, and molt cruclly puts out its cycs, 

Makcs it grind in their Mill. Devils deviſe 

All this, and more then this, when they do get 
The poor deluded Soul into their net. 


Ot this (mall Book, O view the bitter (mart 


Laſtly, what's Sin? read thou the former mt | 
Thy Saviour bore, it picrc d his very heart» { 


Think thou upon his bloudy Agony, | 
'Tis that opes belt its helliſh mylieric, | 
And {hews the venom which in it dos lic. $ 


No eval like the evil ealled Sin, 
hich thou daft love, and tak'ft ſuch pleaſure in. 
Had cvil man's fool-hardineſs extended 


No iurthcr than humſelt, and there had ended, 


*I wee 
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DIclightcd in, and loved much by thee? 


Chap.2. Sinners caſt contempt on God, 1771 


"Twere not ſo much, but O! I do efpy 

Another is much injured thereby, 

Ten thouſand times more excellent in worth: 

For the great God, who torm'd the Heav'n &Farth, 
Doth look upon himſelf as wrong'd thereby, 

For he that fins, doth little lefs than fly & 
I'th very faceof his bleſt Majeſty. 

And when the Son of Glory hither came, 

O how was he expoſed unto ſhame! 

It brought his Sacred Perſon in difprace, 

When Sinners vile ſpat in his Heavn'ly tace. 

They taunt him with baſe terms3 and being bound 
They ſcourged him he bled : but the worſt wound 
Was in his Soul, occaftoned by Sin ; 

And thou thereby woundſt him moſt fore apin. 
O wilt thou paddle in the pure fiream 

Of precious Bloud ! contemn it! O extream 

And hidcous Monſter ! dott thou hug the Knite 
Which wounded him, yea took away his Lite, 
And will let out thy blood, though now it b& 


' Of Wonders ſtrange, and Prodigies that are 
Amazing unto all who of them hear, 
None can come nigh, or be compar'd to this, 
A Prodigie of Prodigies it it, 
OF Love and Lover, ne*r the like was known, 
Nor was the like Ingratitude e're ſhoron, 
The ane doth love beyon® all admiration, 
And ſuffar'd things beyond humane relation. 

N 3 And 


7 " 172: Whothey be that diſpeſe 
] 


And he a King, but ſhe a filthy brute, 
A beggar vile, and yet denies bis Suit : 
eſtion, 


Book II, 


YU 
From whence is I O why will ſhe not cloſe 
With this great Lord ? how can the till oppoſe 


His oft-rcpeated proffers? how, not yet! 
Yicld unto him ? pray what's the cauſe of it 
Anſwer, 

"Tis not in her own power to diſpoſe 
Her felt in marriage : alſo here are thoſe 
Whodwell with her, and her Relations be, 
Who ſpoil the match, or the athnitic, 
Which otherwiſe in all appearance might 


Be rhroughly made with eſis Prince of Li 


Two proud Rclations lottily ſtand off, 
W hy urge her to reje&t him with a (coff, 
The one is 1/1, a very churliſh picce, 
Who all along for Sin and Satan 15. 


> 


eht, 


The other's J«dgment, once molt grave and wile, 


But now with Wil both curſed Encmies 
To God and Chritt truc Picty oppole, 
And lead the Soul with cvil ways to cloſc. 
*Tis they who mult diſpote of her, it {he 


E're yield to Chritt his dearelt Spoulc to be. - 


Put Sin has {o by craft corrupted them, 


Ard drawn them to its party, they contcmn 


This glorious Lovcr, and will not conſent 


Thc Soul thould yield to him, or ihould repent, 


And fo breakofft with othcr Lovers, who 
Shc yct doth love, and loth is to tor-go. 


Bulidcs 


EY FRI Ur a” ww; + +; 4% = YE r=DdD Y Mo 


[, ? Chap.2. of the Soul in Marriage, 173 


* Beſides them, in her houſe doth alſo dwell 
: An Enemy call'd O/d-man, known full well 
f To be a grand and horrid laſtrument, 
| To keep the Soul from granting her conſent. 
* O! he's the cauſe ot all the inward (trite, 
And hates the thoughts ſhe ſhould become hisWite. 
And will prevent it, it he can find out 
Mecet ways and means to bring the ſame about. 
Nay ſuch a Foe this Old-man is indeed, 
That till he's flain by th* Spirit, or does bleed, 
| Or weakned in his power, ne'r will the 
With the Lord Chritt trmly united be. 
Slight wounds wo'nt do,he mult beflain out-right, 
* Such is his rage, his (ubtilty and ſpice 
Againlt this happy match 3 till he's near dead, 
» It cannot be in truth accomplithed. 
* Therefore expect to hear of his black doom, 
| Petorc the {weet eſpoulal Day doth come. 
. There's allo yet another Inmate, I 
Perceive dwells in her houſe (which by and by 
'Y You'l hear much ot ) who all her ſecrets knows,] 
* And can her very inward thoughts diſcloſe, 
* His name is Conſcience, whole Power 's {o great, 
| That in her houſe he: hath a Regal Scat. 
! Theſe three Allies by Old-man fo corrupted, 
Have all along the butinels interrupted, 
Thcy naturally arc oppolite to Grace, 
And arc tar more inclined to give place 
To ſ{cnſual Objets, and the Prince o'th Night, 
And io bctray the Soul, for want of light, 
ics | N 4 
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F me 174 | Sinney's evil choice, Book.II, 


Into theix hands, of whom you heard before, 
Who leckerly deſign for ever-more | 
To take away her life, and quite undo her, ! 
Whilſt flatteringly they promiſe peace unto her z © ot 
The SouPs deprav'd and captivated fo, 
It chuſes Ez, and lets Feſws po, 
The chictcit good, and takes the chiefeſt evil, \ 
Being by nature acted by the Devil. 
This well confider'd, may the cauſe diſcover I 
Why the denies to entertain this Lover. ' \ 
The Soul is dead, and cannot fee, nor hear, \ 
"Tis ſcnſlcfs as a fione; a ſtone can bear | 
The greateſt weight, and neither break. nor melt : | 
Souls dead to God, ner love-lick paſhons telt 
| 


Unto this day 3 nor can they love, until | 
Thcy are convinc'd of tin and all the ill c , 
Thcy have committed *gainſt his holy Will. | 
Being ſenfible hereot, then with ftrong crycs E3 
They fly to God tor ſalve to o'pe their Eys 3 l - 


The Eys aftfc& the Heart, when thou canſt (cc | 
Ehrilt wiil be dear, and not till then to thee, | 
The Canſcience friſt is always wrought vpon, ' 
Which never is cffectually done, 

But by the Spirits Pow'r and opcration, 
Which ſets it equally againtt tranſgrethon, 
But Ic{t I ſhould be redions, Vie torbear, 
Craving attcntion to what tollows hcre, 


CHAP. 
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| hap. 3» Chriſt's Beauty, 195 
| CHAD. 1Il 


' Shewing Chriſt's Heavenly and admirable Beauty, 
| Kiches, Bounty, Power, and Wiſdom, 
Theologue, 
ILT thou be crucl ro ſo dear a Friend ? 
Upon thy (elf *twill fall, poor Soul, ith' end. 
Did not Rebeckz yicl'd, and chutc to go 
With Abram'”s ſervant ? and wilt thou ſay no ? 
' What was an Iſaac unto him, whom I 
| Detire thee to tx thy tender Eye 
| Upon? was Iz: tair and wealthy too ? 
Or was he great ? Ah Soul ! will ſuch things do ? 
It beauty, wealth, or honour thou doſt prize, 
! 1doprefent one now bctore thine Eys, 
$ That is the Object, this alone is he; 
! None. none like him did cvcr mortals cc, 
He is all |tair, in him 's not one ill tcature, 
} Ten thouſand times more fair than any Creature 
i That lives, or cver lived on the Earth, 
| His Beauty fo amazingly ſhines forth; 
> Angelick Naturc is enamor'd fo, 
They love him dearly, and admire him too. 
His Head is like unto the purcft Gold, 
# His curled Trcflcs lovcly to bchald, 
And ſuch a brightneſs ſparkles trom his Eys, 

> As when Avwrora gilds the Morning, skics, 
3 And though fo bright, yet lovely hike the Doves, 
» | Charing all hearts, where rclis divincr Loves, 

; Look 
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176 Chrilt”s Beauty, 


Look on his beauteous Cheeks, and thow'lt-eſpy 
The Roſe oft Sharon deckt in Royaltie. 
His ſmiling Lips, his ſpeech, and words fo (ſweet, 
That all delights and joy in them do meet z 
Which tends at once to raviſh car and light, 
And to a kiſs all heavenly Souls invite. 
The Image of his Father”'s in his faces 
His inward parts excel, he's full ot grace. 
It Hcaven and Earth can make a rare Complexion, 
Without a ſpot, or the leaſt imperfection 
Here, here it is, it in this Prince doth ſhine, 
He's 2Jtogether lovely, all Divine, 

1. His Bcauty is ſo much dclirable, 
No Souls that cc it any ways are able 
For to withitand the influ*nce of the ſame 
They'r ſo enamour'd withic, they proglaim 


There's none like him in Earch,nor Heav'n above | 


It draws thcir hcarts, and makes them tall in love 
Immediatcly, fo that they cannot itay 
From tullowing him one minute of a day. 
The Flock is Ictr, the Herd, and hſhing Net, 
As ſoon as e're the Soul its Eye doth fet 
Upon his face, or of it takes a vicw, 
They'l cleave to him, whatever doth inſuc. 
2. Chritt is the Spring, or the Original 
Ot earthly beauty, and Celckiial. 
That Beauty which in glorious Angels ſhine, 
Or is 4n Creaturcs natural, or Divine, 


It flows from bim : O it is he duth grace 


Thc mind with glorious Beauty, as the face. 


Book II, 


Jo Chritts ; 


IT, Chap. 3. (hriſt's Beauty, 177 
$3. Chriſt's Beauty's chaſt, moſt pure, and without > 
lot like to other's, which oft unawares, (ſnares. > 
et, Like Foſephs, moſt treacheroully betrays \ 
Poor wanton Souls, and lcads them to the pit, 
Þctore they are aware, or think ot it ! 
Here may'ſt thou look,and love, and take thy þ1!,, 


x Yea every one who hath a heart, a will ) C 
'Whoſe {weetne(s ne'r will glut, ſurtcit, or kill... \ 
On, } 4. His Beauty's real, 'tis no gliticring pint ; 


That (uits vain Sinners, this aftcc&ts the $1inr 
[The painted tace pleaſes the cariual F; 
{Bur non& but Saints through taich can this «py 
[That's a vain ſhow, but this a precious thing, 
In light of whicn Celelital joy doth (prin, 
' 5+. This Beauty flls, ana tully fatisnes 
# Thc hcarts of all who have cnli; hened Ey 2s, 
; He that fees Chrili, doth ſay, Lord, now Þ |:4v- 
2 *7Whate'rcl long d co (ec, no more I criye, 
I have enough, my heart and I arc hill'd, 
W hich was not ſo betorc, wh lit I behcld 
| Things with a ſcnſual heart and outwar'| cy2, 
* There's nothing here, fave Thrill, can faci>1:e 
That precious Soul, which licth in thy breaſt 
Rejcct him, and ne'r look for pczce nor ret, 
{ 6, Chriit's Ecauty s hidden, "ris fo niyiticalz þ 
} No glinmcrings of It can appear at all 
* Tocarnal Souls, This is thc cauſe why he 
Is thus deny'd, and flightcd itill by the 
| 7.Thwuc'sone thing more which Tc 5 chee ime 
* Touching Chriti's Beauty, by diviner Art, (part, 
is | He 
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178 Chrift's great Riches, 


He doth tranſmit his beauty unto thoſe 
Who are detorm'd, as ſoon as Cre they cloſe 
With him in truth, in a contra@ of love, 
He all their homely features doth remove. 
Oh ! he can make thoſe lovely, very fair, 
Who ne'r ſo filthy, ne'r ſo ug]y are. 

8. This Beauty fadeth nor, 'twill not decay. 
*T will be as rarc to morrow as to day, 
Not like to that, which as a fading flower, 


Ev*nnow ſhincs bright, but wither'd in an hour. 


Riches of Chriſt, 

Or, is thy heart on Riches {et? know then, 
Chrilt is more rich than all the ſons of Men. 
The Fathcr hath to him all fulnc(s given 
In Earth beneath, and all that is in Heaven. 
All Kingdoms of the world they arc his own, 
Whether —_— or yct unknown, 

He's hcir of a!l things, and the time is ncar 
When he will make his Right molt plain appcar. 
All Potentates his Tenants are at will 

And ſuch who waſt his goods, or povern ill, 
Account muli give to him, and then will tind 
What *tis to bear to him a treach'rous mind, 

Chrili's glorious Riches arc diſcovered 
Yet furthcr unto thee 5 for all are ted 
By him alone that on the Earth c're liv'd, 


Both food and clothes they all from him reccivid, 


And (till reccive 3 *tis at his proper charge 


They are maintain'd, as might be ſhew'n at large. Þ 


cl 
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Il hap $3, Chriſt's great Riches. 179 


Ic only give a hint or two at things, 
is Treatures tar {urmount all Earthly Kings. 
e has paid all the debts of every one 
Fa clos'd with him. Odo but think upon 
his very thing, and wiſcly then account 
$ what a ſum this payment will amount : 
uppoſe cach Soul ten thouſand Talents were 
In debt to God : ſome little time we'l ſpare 
To caſt it up. **Tis donc, and lo 'tis found 
Eightcen hundred ſev*nty hive thouſand pound, 
And le(s than that what finners ow'd that's clear'd, 
As oftcn-times, I doubt not, you have hear'd, 
W hat did they altogether, think you, owe ? 
W ho's able to account it * who can ſhow 
'The quantity of ghat great debt, which he 
Paid at one lingle payment on the Tree? 
'The quality too of his Riches are 
So great|in worth, O (© tranſcendent rare, ; 
Their Nature Men nor Angels can declare. 
No other Coin would with God's Juſtice yo, 
iTo fatishe tor debts which Sinners owe. 
{Nay the whole World, nor yct ten thouland more, 
Could not diſcount one tarthing ot chat ſcore, 
'But had Chritt's worth and Riches only bin 
-Suthcient to diſcharge from debts of Sin 
And had he not more Treaſure to beſtow 
; On ſuch who do bclicve, or truly do 
'Cleave unto him, it might be thought tobe 
A Iflenirg of his vaſt Ticaſurie. 
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Who were their Encnuecs, or did oppoſe 


Book, 1 


But *tis not ſo 3 for he enriches all, 
Whoarec diſ.harged from tin's bitter thral, 
None comes to him, nor ever came, but they 
Reccive, belides ſuch ſums that very day 
They are <{pous'd, that holy Truth relates, 
They r made more rich than carthly Potentates. 
A golden Chain about their necks he places, | 
And them with Rings, and precious Jewels, graces 
And clothes them alto in rich Robes of fate, 'T 
Whoſe ſparkling glory far exceeds the plate /T 
Ot beaten Gold 3, nay Ophir's Treaſury, | V 
And all the Wealth which in both Indies lie, N 
Multi not con:parcd be 3 alas, they can't 'N 
Equal in worth the Robes ut one poor Saint. | 
He Heirs allo doth make them cvcry one 

Of a moſt glorious Kingdom, and a Crown 
He doth allure them that they {hall obtain, 
And when they come to age, tor ever raign 
With him triunphantly, and tread down thoſe 
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Their r.ting, upto fuch great Dignity. 

Or treated thum on Earth with cruelty, 

He's rich in <vcry thing, no good 1s tound, 
No wealth nor worth, but all in Chritt abound. 
Few 1n ail kind ot Riches do exceed * | 
But there's in him whatever Sinners need. 
Ca't buta look, O view this Treaſury, 
Richcs of Lite, Love, Pardon, all dos lie, 
Lid up in Chritt, in him tis hid, tor thoſe 
Who do with him in true aftction cloſe. 


———— 


Theſe 
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Þ'v | hap. 3. Chriſt, great Riches, I91 


Theſe Riches do enrich the Soul of Man, 
W hich earthly Riches never did, nor can. 

ay prethce hark to me, Ple tell thee more, 
'*Alchough Chritt has paid off our former ſcore, C 
'He han t conſum'd one farthing of his ſtore. | 
Though he has made fome millions rich and high, 
{He hath with him ſuch a redundancy 
.ccs;7 Of glorious Riches, that let come who will, 

'Their Treaſuries with ſubſtance he can hll. 

IThe Sun isnot more full of precious Light, 

'Whoſe ſparkling rays do dazle mortals fight; 

{Nor is the greats the vaſt and mighty Sea 

' More hII'd with water than (in truth) is he 

With Grace and Riches, yea of every kind : 

: Which it thou cloſe with him, and doſt not find 

'To be a truth ( Soul ) then let meobtain 

| Reproach from all, yea an eternal ſhame. 

' Chrilt's Riches are fo great, St. Paul knew well 

| No tongue could fet them torth, no Angels tell 

* Th nature ot them, they unfearchable be ; 

| Men may tind out the bottom of the Sea, 

? A$ loon as they can learn or comprehend 

| How rich Chritt is, who is thy deareti Friend. 

Nay, more than this. his Riches are to ftable, 

! Moths can't corrupt them, nor can Thieves be able 
| To rob us of them. Nay, yet turther-more, } 
2 He that hath them, what c're comes, can't be poor. 
| 


me 


; His Riches can't be {pent, his Treaſury 
Cannot exhauſted be, nor yct drawn dry. 
| Theſe 


« 


heſe | 
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Theſe Riches will rejoyce thee, make thee glad, 
Revive thy heartz and God, will never add 
Sorrow with them whilſt ou dolt live on earth; 
They'l quict thee, and till thy Soul with mirth ; 
They'l be a breati of ſuch ſweet Confolation, 
That whcn all other dwellers in the Nation # 
Shall be perplext through lofs of carthly gain, 
Thou thalt be fatishcd, and remain | I 
| 


In perfect peacc > nouzht thall diltrets thy mind, 
When they thall nought, fave horrid anguith hind. 
Though Gold and Silver will not fatisnc 

The Soul ot Man, yet this I do clpy, 

The loſs of them, and other carthly things, | 
It griet and (orrow to the Spirit brings. | 
And fo uncertain arc things ot the world, | 
Though hcre to night, c're morning all arc hurl d 
Away trom him who now pollcthor hath 3 

Like to a bubble arc all things on Earth, 

He that on worldly Richcs fcts his mind, 

Strives to take hold on thadows, and the wind. 
But it Chritt's Righes affce thou dolt obtain, 

"The loſs of them thou acver thalt futtain z 

Nor will chcy leave thee when thou conv'l "00s 


But cleave unto, and thee accompanie '* 

Beyond the Grave, cv'n to Eternitie. 

What dotlt thou tay? canit make a better choice 
Than cloſe with Chritt? O hearken to his voice, 
And dowt with ttand the protfer made to thee, 

It any good thou doli in Riches ſee, 

- Chriſt”s 
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IT. # Chap.4. (hriſt's glorious Bounty, 19 3 
| Chriſt”s Bounty, 
* What ſaycſt thou? what halt thou in thine or 


ths 


Will not Chrilt's Riches move thee? then Fle try 
1 To gain thee by fome other property. 
# He's bountiful, and of a pencrous heart, 
* Molt tree and noble, ready to impart 
* What cre he hath unto the Soul he loves. 
 O ſee how his Heroick Spirit moves 
In him, whoſe generous, whoſe bountcous hand, 
4. Þ| Holds forth to thee what &re thou canſt demarid. 
 *Tis thine for asking 3 do but ſpeak the word, 
Thou hati it done. O! none like this dear Lord. 
Some mens great Riches ſecm to overflow, 
Who do a bafe ignoble Spirit ſhow, 
They treaſure up their bags, lay heap on heap, 
1d Þ} Yet with a narrow covetous ſpir't keep | 
| All from the poor: Nay their own Waves can get 
But now and then a lictle in a ht 
{ In a good mobd ſometimes perchance they'l be 
Kind unto them, though but untrecly tree. 
But Chriſt's rich Bounty does to all extend, 
8 He ſtretches forth his hand to Foe and Friend. 

x $ Retined Gold, Eyc-ſalve, and Rayments white, 


! Ev'nall choice things for profit and delight 3 

| Sweet Frankincenic, Spicknard, Calamas fine; 

3 Myrrh, Saffron, with all choice of ſpiced Wine, 

e, | Hetrecly gives toall: O come who will, 

He'l bid you welcome, and your Treaſures fill. 

O whatdoth he then to his Friends impart, 

/t's Þ Hnrg his Sponle, che Soul who has his heart ? 

O Come, 


© 
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. And to my fclt I will e'rc long receive you, 


. Can't anything that's good your fouls deny. 


Reſolved todeny Feſus thy heart ? 


"FYRO ACE 


* To ſcarchthe (weet, which Fancy ſays doth lyc 
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Come, eat, O Friends, and drink abundantly, 
Peloved ones,'twas for your fakes thatI 

This Banquet made. Therc's nought (fays he) too 
For thoſe that I-have purchas'd with my blood. | 
Take Grace and Glory 3 allIl have I give you, 


ASK, that your joy may now be tull: forl 


The Soveraign Power and Dignity of Chriſt. 
What can I now do more, it tiil] thou art 


It Beauty will not move thee to incline : ; 
To cloſe with him,who longstill he is thine ; | 
Strange! Beauty ot prevails. great Conquelis gains; # 
Like to 4 mighty Victor, binds in chains ' | 
Thoſe wch would not by other mcans cre yield." 
Such is the nature of his pow rtul Shicld, C 
Triumphantly it has ©btain'd the Ficld, 

No ltanding, out againli its piercing Darts, | 
It hath a ſecret way to wound thole hearts, 
Whoſe conliitution leads them naturally 

To licer that courſe, and on it catt an Eye C | 
Hid in the ſame. For human Beauty's vain, 
Which ſome have ſacrihic'd their lives,to gain. 
But Chriſt's {wect Beauty is a real thing, 

And doth ſubttantial joys and pl-afures bring 
Such pleaturcs 2lfo which will till abide 

For cvermore, like Rivers by thy tide, 


Shall 
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* Shall Beauty which is ſpotleſs, without Qlain, 
od } Nor Riches neither, (weet Imbraces gain 3 
too ? Nor gencrous Bounty, win thy purer love? 
* Then let Ambition thy affections move. 
Is Greatneſs barren quite of folid joys ? 
Arc all her Merchandize but empty toys? 
It it be carthly, *tis an Airy thing, 
Though *twere to be a Spouſe unto a King, 
But let it not be fo look d on by thee 
To be cſpous'd to that great Majettie, 
From whom alone true Honour dos deſcend, 
This Greatneſs laſting pertect, nc'r will end. 
Come, Soxl, let us molt ſcriouſly now pry 
Into Chritt's Pow'r and regal Soveraignty, 
uns * Andnextlet me his glorious Pow'r ſhow 
' By which he works, and all great things cando. 
I. } Some have a Pow'r whereby they can command, 
C | But to accompllh things do want a hand: 
* Bur Chriſt in both exccls, 'tis he alone 
* Hath rcgal Pow'r 3 and what he will have done 
He can ctfcct i'th ewinkling ot an eye, 
Though all combine againit him far and nigh. 
C * He's over Anpecls, (as thou heard! before ) 
> 3 8 They gladly him dorev'rencc, and adore, 
| The Head o'th Church makes Laws,and governs ic, 
$ According 5 he ces 'tis beti and ht, 
} His regal Pow'ralfo doth defeend, 
3 * nd (over all the Devils doth extend; 
The Keys ot Hell and Death to himare given 3 
3 *Tis hc alone can fhnt and open Heaven, 
Shall O 2 Power 
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Chriſt's glorions Power, 
Power to Rule, to command, to torbid, 
To puniſh, or deliver, they'r all hid 
In him alone 3 *tis he can bind or hoſe 
To damn or favc, 'tis all as he doth chule, 
He's King of Kings, all mighty men below 


To him their Princely Crowns & Kingdoms owe. 


Yea ſuch an univerſal Monarch's he, 
Commands thc mighty Winds, and ſtils the Sea. 


*T was by his hand the glorious Heav'ns were made, 
And wondrous Earth's toundations tirſt were laid. 
The Sun, the Moon, and Stars recciv d their light 


From him at firſt, torule both Day and Night. 
His Power's abſolute without controle, 

He governs all the World trom Pole to Pole. 
His Soveraign Pow'r was not gain'd by tight, 
Oc Uſurpation, but a lawtul Right ; 

As he is God, *tis his &ffcnrially, 

Born Heir of it from all Etcrnity. 

And as he's Mcdiator, th' God of Heaven 
This plorious Power unto him has given. 

His Pow'rs Infhinite, it hath no bound, Jn 
No cnds, or limits of it can be tound. 

He made the World, which by him doth ſubſitt > 
Nay hc can make ten thouſand it he litt, 

He can do more than we can think or know, 
Can kill, and make alive, ſave, or o'rcthrow. 
The Conquelis he has gain'd, demonlirate 
The matchlcis Pow'r ot this dread Potentate. 
Sin is ore-comec, the Devil's torc'd to fly, 


Nay, h' hath ubtain'd a pertect Victory 
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And trom them all he able 1s to fave. 

It thou wilt but conſent, grant his requeſt, 
Thou never more by Focs thalt be ditireſt, 

Ah Soul! is't nor a very glorious thing, 
Daily to be thus courted by a King, 
Andſucha King? thall Jeſus woo in vain? 
Shall ſuch a Princc not thy ſweet love obtain ? 


The Wiſdome of Chriſt, 

What ſay*{t to Wiſdom, trom whoſcOdour ſprings 
That wch makes glorious interiour Men,as Kings : 
This ſpreads the {weet pertume ot Solomon's tame 3 
'T was this that rais'd his molt i]]ultrious Name, 
The noiſe oft Wildome made ſo great report, 
"Twas hcard as far as Sheba's Princely Court, 

It made the Lady's Charriot-wheels to run 

Moilt {witt, like to the new-rais'd Eattern Sun, 

M unting alott, and vanquithing black Clouds: 
She hayis away, and through obtiructions crouds 3 
Dctyiflg dane cr, the's refolv'd to ſce 

V hat Fame reports touching this Prodigie, 

The ecmulous Qucen's arriv'd, ſhe ftands amarz'd, 
She: Iclens, wonders, and beng over-daz'd 

With this great Beam, the breaks torth, could not 
But mutt expreſs, that what to her was told (hold 
In hcr own Country,was in no wif- nigh 

Halt what the tound did in his Wiſdom lie. 
What's Riches, Bounty, Honour, Bcauty rarc, 

inleſs truc Wildom allo do dwell there ? 

O 3 It 
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O'rc Death,o're Hell,o're Wrath,& o're the Grave; 


> 
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It Wiſdom may a perſon recommend, 
Chritt is all Wiſdom. Shall I now deſcend 

Into particulars ? wilt Icnd an Ear 

W hilti I endeavour to make it more clear ? 

Alas, I and aniaz'd! Can Inhnitc 

Partedions be expreſi ? what ſhall I write? 

He's wiſe, all-wiſe, only wile 3 ſhall I {peak ? 
Wiſdom it {elf ith? abtiract. Can I take 

Upon mic then.to ope this Mylicry, | 

When in him doth all depths ot Wiſdom lic. 
The Wiſemans wiſdome, it 't compar'd might be, 
Was like a drop ©t Water to the $ca 5 

Nay, tar a greatcr diſproportion s there, 

Should we Chritt's wiſdom once with his compare. 
"Twas he which did to Solomon impart 

That wiſdon;, and that undertianding heart. 
*Tis he which makes ail good men grave and wilc 
To hate all cvil, and truc Vertuc prize, 

He to our Fathers doth right tnowledg give, 
And *tis by him all pious Judges hve, 

Th' intinite wifdonic of th' Eternal One y 
Shincs torth-in him 3 nay, 'tis in him alone 

All is laid up he is God's Trealury, 

V here Wiſdom and true Knowledg both do lic. 
He knows all things and pcrtors here below 3 
Nay, pcrtcctly docs he the Father KNOW, 

Ard all Decrecs and Counſcls, which ot old 

Havc hccn, and thcir cvcnts ke can untold, 

He krows cach glorious purpole,and delign, 

In hin; alocc Co all Fatcctions thine, 
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| The frames. the thoughts, the ways, the fears, the 


Temptations, biirdens & the p prict of Saints(wants, 
Mot lt pertecth he knows, and quickly can 

Szvc and deiend from th! greatelt rage of Man. 
For Counſcl and wile conduct heexceeds, 

And in the mid!t of paths ot Judgment leads. 
The cratty Counſel of Achitophel 

He can detcat, though laid as deep as Hell, 

He ovcr-turns the witdome ot the wiſe, 
Contounds their plots, and thews what tolly lies 
In their grand Councils, making them to know 
Their purpolcs can't ttand, it hc ſays no. 

He orders things, that no delign thall take 
Further than "twill for his own Glory make, 
None li«c to Chriit, he 1s without compare, 
He's wiſc as well as wealthy, great and tair. 
What's thy opinion, Soul, canlt not eſpy 

All Glory hid io his blett Majelty ? 


' What hindcrs then but that without delay 


Triumph may celebrate th* e{poulal day ? 
* 


CHAP. 1V. 


Shewing how the Conſcience of the Sinner eames to be 
effeciually awakened 3 together with the effefts thereof. 


HIS being ſaid with bowels of Aﬀection, 
Tho often mixt w.t1 gall of ſharp deredtion, 
G 4 Hci 
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Her tormer fiubbornneſs being all laid o'pe, 

Yet this, nor that, nor nothing, gave much hope 
He ſhould prevail, which put him in a maze, 

And did his voice and ſpirits higher raiſe. 

Hefiill went on with ſweet commileration, 

Yet was his pity mixt with ſome {mall patſion, 
And to this purpoſe did this good man ſpeak, 
Not knowing, how his Jalt tarewcl to take. 


Theologae, 
Poor ſtupitied foul! Alas! alas! 

What is the cauſe? whence doth it come-to paſs 
Thou art fo {cnileſs? why doſt thou deſpiſe 
All thoſe Soul-mclting tears, thoſe fighs and crys 
V. hat, is thy hcart miorc harder than the Rocks, 
That thou canli bear theſe oft repeated knocks, 
Ard never break at all? O ſtrange! O firange! 
Thy hart, poor Soul, is © harder than a lion, 
That tec2le drops of water fall upon, 
And makes impretflion. What, thall ones relent, 
And yield themiſclves, and as it were con{Mt 
Thcſc frequent droppings ſhould impretſion make 
And ſhowers move thee not ? Awake, awake, 
Betore the dreadtul Mcfſage I impart , 
Shall rouſc thy hard and tin-congcalcd heart. 
Thy night comes on, thy Sun's a going down, 
Thy f{cerming tavouritcs begin to trown, 
So all thy plcaſurcs with their wanton charms 
Arc fying, trom thee, Death ſpreads forth his Arm 
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Conſcience aſleep. 


*To take thee hence unto another place 2 
Canlt thou.poor wretch,this ghattly King imbrace? 
What will become of all thy wealth and pleaſure ? 
* Bchold (alas ) Death's come to make a ſeiſure 
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| upon thy poor deceived Soul this night ! 
' Then all thy joys, and empty vain delight 
Will vaniſh like the ſmoke, and thou (halt be 
Cali tuto Priſon for Eternitic. 3 
> Where thou thalt cvermore bewail thy loſs, 
) In changing Gold tor that, that's worſe than drols. 
| Shall Zeauty. Wealth, or Honour make thee-yield ? 
* Much more that Wiſdom wherewith Chritt is I'd, 
| Shall Love and Patience be fo ill rewarded 


d crys?! By thee, by whom he ſhould be molt regarded ? 


ocks, 
OCKS, 
ngc! 
One, 
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And fenſual Objects harbour'd in thy heart ? 
{ Then wilt thou hear what turther Vle impart? 
Zoy now thou mutt bc anathematiz'd 3 
And whcnChritt comes, how wilt thou be ſurpriz'd? 
For thoſe that love not Fefws, are accurlt, 
And when he doth appear, tor evcr muſt 
That fcartul doom and ſentence then receive. 


1 makcz} O may the thoughts of this cauſe rhice to cleave 


ake, 


To him with ſpeed, betorc this day is gone. 

* Ile now break off, adieu, this think upon: 

3} Poor drouſy wretch, let tin no more deceive thee, 

Give me thine Anſwer now betore I leave thee. 

| O may theſe Soul-contounding terrors break, 
Thy (tony-heart, and-make thy Conſcience ſpeak! 
Ercrnal God, do thou thy Spirit ſend, 

*Tyzs he which mult thc Soul in picces read. 


The 
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The work's too hard tor weakneſs. Alas! I 
Shall not prevail, it help thou dott deny. 

Spcak to her heart,ſet home the Word with Pow 'r. 
Shall this be the good day, the happy hour ? 
Her Conlcience touch, O wound acr, lect her (cc 
What *tis to be a Captive unto thec, 

Open her Eyes, blct: Spirit, thou canl(t do it. 

Sad is her ltate 3 O come, and lct her know it. 
Let not my pains nor labour quite be loſt: 

For dear the has my Malter, Jeſus, colt. 

Thou canlt eftectually change her bad mind, 
Which unto ſenſual Objcets is inclin'd. 

O (hed and ſcatter precious Love abroad, 

And unto her ſome of that grace aftord. 

Moral pcrfuahions barcly ne'rc will bring 

The Soul to love and like our Heay'nly King, 
But I'lc return and ſpeak yct one word morc 

Unto her Contcience, crc I do give o're. 

Spcak Conſcience, it alive! thou us'd to keep 
A taichtul watch: what art thou now aſlcep ? 
Hath ſhe not flighted Chriti, like unto thoſe 
That him reject, and cleave unto his Focs ? 

' Whatdoſt thou ſay ? ſpeak, I adjure thee, roule' 
Conſcience, I ſpeak to thee, ſhake off thy droule > 
Gripe this deluded Soul, who puts hcr tralt 
In thoſe that (cck her Lite, 'tis thou that muſt 
Stop her vain courſe : what, ſhall the Sinner die 
WhenConſcience, God's Vicegerent, is fo nigh, 
And gives net one fad ſigh, nor groan, nor cry ? 

Strange! 
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Errange ! what 's befallen thee ? art loſt, or fled, 
EY A\ ho thouldtt the tidings bring that 2llare dead > 
bg 5f Fr FLike Fob's latt Meſſenger, thou thouldit declare, 

* EOW all the tacultics corrupted arc, 
r {ce FE wilt thou betray that trult repos'd in thee, 

And loſe thy regal Right and SOVeraignty , 

[ [It thou connive and wink at fuch a crine, 

Or tault which ſhe commits ? O nv, *tis time 
| Now'|to awake, and herccly her reprove, 
! What, hate that Prince whom the pretends to love? 
Inmediatcly the Spirit {weetly (pane, 
* And touch'd her heart, and Conlcicnce did awake, 
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: Conſcience, 

W hat Soul-ama7ing voice is this I hear ? 
What Hcav*n-rending Thunder tills mine Ear ? 
Awake, why do | ſleep ? can Conlciencc nod, 
| That keeps a watch betwixt the Soul and God? 
3 * It to, (yet when Heav'ns voice crycs out amain, 
That will awake and make ime rouſe again, 
| have, molt baſcly (Sir } corrupted bin. 

By Satan and that poiſonous Evil, $ I NN, 
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{e! A Kepitter I kept, but then alas 
; It has fo tallen out, fo come to pals, 
That I untaithtul was: tor always when 
t I thould have fee down cores, 1 ſet down tens 
"7 Nay, to their party focntic'd have bin, 
oF That I have often winked at her fin. 
"3s And when my Othce was tor to accule, 
We B *Twasto wiorg cnd-, her Light I did abuſe, 
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My faults 1 ſee, Ple watch that no offence 
May pals the Soul without intclligence, 

Sir, Strange it is, it puts mc in 2 muſe, 

As one amarz'd to fſce the Soul retute 

To hearken to your voice, which conſtantly, 
Like pointed Darts, againlt her breatt doth fiy, 
T'le take up Arms, and hght for Feſis now, 
And make her bend to him, it I know how. 


I now declare my (clf, though tor a ſeaſon 


I filence kept, to hear what Goodman Keaſ0n 
Could hind to ſay, whereby he might excuſe her, 
But he's molt blind, and furcly doth abuſe her, 

T know her byaſs'd Judgment will conjccture 
She's not obfiy,'d to hcarken to that Lecture 

She lately heard, although 1 was Divine, 

Her will and judgment doth with Hell combine 


' To work her ruinz do you what you can, 


Till Judpments rectih'd, and the Old man 
Be put to death, (hel be rebcllious (till, 
Yicld to her luſts, and pleaſe her vicious will. 


Theologae. 

Doth Conſcience yicld ? Blett day! Plc try again, 
With hope ot a tull Conquelt to obtain. 
Good ſcrvice may'lt thou do, a& well thy part : 
Whilit the great King doth thus belicge the heart 3 
Kecp thou a narrow watch, look well abour, 
Obſcrve who doth come in, ard who goes out, 
In one thing am I glad, 1 know trom hence \ 
I ſhall by thce have true intelligence, 
? How 


Conſcience's confeſſion. Book 1I, 
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ow things are manag d in her houſe always 3 
Thou know'lt her thought+,hearit all the words ſhe 
lays. 

Apol'yon Prince of Darkneſs. 
Apoliyan, that degraded Seraphim, 
And Grand-lire of that Hell-bred Monſter, Sin, 

0 ſooner did of theſe late tidings hear, 
low Conſcience was awakened, but in fcar 
Preſently calls a Council to adviſe 
Which way they might the Soul by craft ſurprize, 
And hinder her from being crowned Quecn, 
Which to prevent, fucceſstul have we been, 

Saith he, till now. but I am in great doubr 
Much longer we ſhall hardly hold it out. 
The Preacher doth his bufinels follow to, 

, am atraid* of ſome great overthrow, 


Satan. , 

Dread Princc ! fear not, we yet poſſcflion have, 
And want no $skill. Can't ſubtilty deceive ? 
Can't firength ſubdue ? befides, the's in our chain 3 
Though one links broke, we'l tafien it again. 
And it grave Judgment will with us abide, 
» PConſcience will not be able to decide ; 
The diff 'xcnces, nor right diciftion make 3 
No matter then which tide the fool doth take. 
but fince, my Lord, I fee what grieves your mind, 
No fatcty thall theſe Goſpel-Preachers tind : 
Our Vaſlals we'l prepare with Hellith rage, 
Them to cxtirpate, gnd drive off the liage. 

. Lucifer 
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Lucifer. 
I do approve of tet lait Counſel given 
Let not a place nor corner ur.der Heaven 


| Be found tor thoſe our int'rett dare oppoſe, 


Or once attempt to move the Soul to cloſe 
With him whom we account our mortal Foc, 
Satan, tor this 1] bleſs and thank thee too. 

The brave delign which we have now in hand, 
Will ſon cect this thing in every Land. 
That Enterpriſe let us purſue with care, 

But mind us w:1]l how chings more inward are: 
To Judgment look, Ictt he trom us ſhould run 3 
It once his Eyes are ope, we're all undone. 


Soul, 
Lord, what ſad gripes and laſhes nol teel ? 
My c: urage tails, and rcf{vlutions recl. 
Strange thoughts difiurb my mind, no reſt, alas, 
Can heart or cy:s obtain 3 whol: nights do pals, 


Whole weeks and months,and nonght can I poſlc 5 


But horror grcat, fad grict, and wearinels. 
What's my conditionnow ? who'le thew to me 
My preſent tate and future miſery ? 

Hark, what's within, a very trightful noiſe, 


Ir mars my hopes, imbitters all my joys. 

' My monn's ore-calt, niy fair day proveth toul, 

My Conlciencc terrihes, and makes mc howl: 

Laſh atter laſh, and blows ſucceedipg, blows, 

He's void of mercy, andno pity thows, 

Here ends ny yoy, and hcre begins my woes. / 
U U 
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 O how my mind is hurried to and fro! 
1 know not where to tix, nor what todo. 
| My unrcfolv'd refolves do greatly vary, 
| This way vne while, and then the quitecontrary. 
| Who is't will counſcl give ? to whom muſt I 
| Go tor ſome caſe in this perplexity ? 
| My Conſcience fays I wickedly have acted, 
| Not breaking, the vile contract I've contracted 
| With thoſe (weet Lovers which my ſenſual heart 
So long a time has lov'd, how (hall we part ? 
| Mult I be torc'd, by Conſcience to imbrace 
| One whom I cannot love ? 'tis 4 hard caſe. 
Yet have I caulc to love him dearly too 3 
Put how ſhall I tor him. let others go ? 
Depraved Judgment, 

Poor filly Soul ! and is thy choice fo hard ? 
| In two extreams can thy weak thoughts reward 
Two fo uncqual, with the like reſpect ? 
, F Know'lt thou not which toflizht, which to affe& ? 
{5 Submit to me, tis Judgment mutt adviſe, 
In this great caſe take heed and be thou wiſe. 
Fix where thou wilt, thy doubt-depending cauſe 
Can nc'r expect a Verdict "'twixt two Laws 


Which diftcr. and are oppohit in kind, * 
| Yet a ht medium TI'le attempt to tind * c 
To caſc thy (ad, and fore perplexed mind. 


Divert thoſe thouphts by ſome rare Speculations, 
And vanquith all theſe doleſome COg1tations. 
Look, look abroad,and vi: w the world, pray mark 
The Wilc and Prudent, and the Courtly Spark ; 


Vil! 


| Roe 
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s Will they dire& thee fo, ſuch counſel give 
: That thou an Hermuts lite on Earth ſhould live? 
What, marry one that in poſicflion hath 

Not one {mall houſc, or toot of Land on Earth; 
When Wealth, and Honour, Dignity and Power 
Are offcr'd to thee, as a preſent Dower ? 

Thou may'ſ be deckt with Bracetets rich and rare. 
And live on Earth tree trom perplexing, cares = 
Tf thou dolt look about and take advice, 


, And ſuffer Mcn vor Conſcience to entice, 
i# Or thce allurc, fuch a choicc to make, 
| Thoſe joys to leave, and utterly torſake 3 It c 
y Which moſt men do, nay all accounted wife 
Purſue amain, clicem, and highly prize : Une 
| 4 But if thou haſt a thought to change thy {tate, Tha 
| Be wife and ſtays don't holy Writ rclate, Wh 
ſ He that helieves, doth not make haſt : O why Cor, 
| Shouldit thou have thoughts to mind it preſently ? PCbr 
( Come, pauſe a while, be not fo hot , alas Ala 
| By inconfideratencls it comes to pals, Na; 
So many Souls are {poil'd and ruined, To | 
Be wary then, not rafhly be mifled. Ar 
Nay, furthermore, I'le fpeak to thee again, If f 
Thou maylt love him, and yet mayli thou retain Wh 
Reſpect and love to other Objccts too, The 
I. Love thy God well, but why thouldlt thou Jet go 
F | This world, with all the precious joys therein? Phy 
| Sh But don't miſtake, thou mult leave off thy tin 3 Tos 
For Holineſs I mult tel] thee is right, Pla; 
And very pleaſant in Febovay's fight : In } 
But 
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But know, O Soul, yet over and above, 
[Thy Soveraign Lord and Prince hath ſet his love 
So much upon thee, that his gracious Eye 
Will overlook thy ſmaller vanitie, 
Ne'r doubt but thou ſhalt have his favour (ill, 
Though in ſome things thou fatishe thy will. 
> EDoſt think that he who.came down from above, 
And dy'd for thee, will ever quite remove 
His dear affection trom thee, or e're hate, | 
And leave the Soul he bought at fuch a ratc ? 
It is enough, and happy wilt thou be, 
It thou eſcap'ſt all groſs impurity. 
Thus the baſe heart be*ng inflam'd by the Devil, 
Undoes the Soul. No Enemy's more evil | 
Than that curſt Foe we harbour in our breaſt, 
Which all enlighten'd ones have oft expreſt. 
Corrupted Judgment blindly would inform her, 
9 Chriſt having dy'd, her fins can never harm ber. 
Alas, faith Reaſon, do not all men fin ? 
Nay, more than this, the very beft have bin 
To blame in many things, and yet efteem'd 
As righteous ones, and as the Lord's redeem'd 7 
If famous Men of old offenders were, 
IV hat needſt thou be ſo nice, what needjſt thou fear © 
The glorious King is filled with compaſſion 3 
Beſides be ſees in thee great reformation : 
Thy love to ſinful Iuſts s but in part 
10 what it was, and thou muſt know thou art | 
Plac'd in this world, and therefore muſt comply ' 
In fome reſpels with ſmaller vanity, of 
| P IWhen 


| 
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When Reaſon to the vicious Will gives ear, 

How can the Underſtanding then be clear ? 

When vile AﬀeGiion thus corrupteth Reaſon, 

All works and thoughts are turn'd ts perfedt Treaſon, 

O ſee how blind poor Souls by Nature are, 

How vain their thoughts, how ready to inſnare 

Themſelves are they with falſe Imaginations 
- With earthly toys and idle ſpeculations, 

1o learn and underſtand all bumaite Arts 
Moſt apt they are, they'l magnifie their parts 3 
Hom very quick, and dext'rous are they when 
tf They talk of things that appertain to men ? 
| | But things of God are quite above therr ſphere, 

Can't them diſcern, nor do they love to bear 

Of God, or Chrift, they count that man a fool 
| That daily goes to learn at Feſwus's School. | 
Unto the blindneſs of the natural mind 
Add this beſides, moſt evident you't find 
It doth refit the Truth, *twill not receive it 3, 
Nay tis incredulous, *twill not believe it. > *1 
Apt to believe falſe tales, and ſtorie} vain , 
Nay, like to Eve, "twill quickly entertain 
Suggeſtions of the cxerſed Prince o'th Night, 
But what God ſays, ſeems evil in their fight, ' 
Nay, more than all, this treach'rous faculty . 


Is ſo deprav'd, St, Paul doth plain deſcry 

Much enmity to God therein to lie. 

Unto God's Law it will not ſubjedt be ; 

For in the mind is great malignty. 

But 1 nivlt not the Reader bere detain , 

Breauſe that our old Friend is come again. Chap; 


| Ch.5. The Sinner's danger from thence. _ - 
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CHAP, V. 


Shewing how the Fudgment of the Soul comts to be en- 
lightened, and the effefts thereof. 


Theologaia, 


| M: patience 's not yet tyr'd, my bowels move, 
With bended knees ſhall I now gain thy love 
| To Jeſs Chriſt? how ſhall Tleave thee quite, 
When I behold fuch terrors, which afright 
My trembling Soul ? wch ſoon will thee 0 're-take, 
Unleſs thou doft with ſpecd this Contratt make. 
| Thy Judgment 'tis which I would tain convince. 
| Thy danger's great, Ido perceive from thence: 
When Conſcience had almott ( in truth ) perſuaded 
Thee to repent, it was ſtraightway invaded 
By thy blind Underftanding, and dark mind, 
- From whence thou art ro evil till mclin'd. 
Thou ofen-times hadf liften'd unto me, 
And left thy fm : but they deceived thee, 
And chang'd thy thoughts(as Conſcience doth relite) 
Till thy condition's grown moſt deſperate. 
Wilt thou once dare to harbour fauch a thought 3 
C Becauſe with bloud thy Soul by Chriſt was bought, 
Thou mayeſt fin, and take thy pleaſure here, 
And prize the world as equa}, nay, more dear 
To thee than him ? How cantt thou be fo dark 
- Fhis to imagine, Soul ? I prethee hark 3 | 
Jap. Ps Did 
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Did he not bleed, and die upon the Tree 

Thee to redeem trom all iniquitie, C 
And that to him thou ſhouldit eſpouſed be ? 
Should a great Prince love a poor Virgin fo, 
As tor her ſake ten thouſand forrows know, 
And be content at lat when all is done, 
Another ſhould enjoy her tor his own ? 


= 


Oh! ope thine eycs, imbrace the chicfelt Good 


Let him be dear to thee, who with his Bloud 

Hath thee redeem'd trom Sin, the chiefeſt jH, 

Be not unto thy felt ſo crucl (till, + 

And void of Reaſon, toolithly to chuſe 

The greateſt Evil, and chiet'"tt Good refuſe, 

The good in Chriſt with cvery ſtate agrees, 

It ſuits the Soul when troubles on it ſeize. 

W hen thou art ſick, he'l thy Phyſician be, 

He all diſtempers cures. Nay, it is He, 

And healone, that heals the precious Soul, 

And witha word can make the Body whole. 

Art dark? O, he can ftraightway make thee ſce 3 

Nay, it born blind, he can give eyes to thee. 

If thou art weary, he alone's thy reſt. 

Or, art thou fad, and grievoully depreſt ? 

He is thy comfort, -and thy joy will be, 

Likc to the dcep and overflowing Sea. 

If thou an hungry art, he is thy tood. 

Q talt and fee, and thou wilt hnd him good. 

The Fatling's Nlain, and all things ready are 3 

Thou 'rt welcoiic too > O come, and do not ſpare, 
But 
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But freely cat, and drink his ſpiced Wine, 

Wech will make glad that drooping heart of thine, 
The Father calls, the Spirit fays, O come 3 

And Chuilt doth ſay, here's in my heart yet room, 
O Sinner | come to me: hark, he doth cry, 

O come to me, poor Soul, why wilt thou dic? 

Art thou in Priſon, he will ope the door, 

He'l pay thy debts, and wipe off all thy ſcore. 

It thou a Widow or an Orphan be, 

Husband and Fatiicr both he'l be to thee : 

| A Husband that dots live, yea, live for ever : 
Match here, poor Soul, where Death can part you 
| Or, art thou weak, & canſt not go alone ? (never. 
He is thy ſtrength, O thou maylt lean upon 

His mighty Arm 3 for that is thy ſupport, 

Art thou beleaguer'd ? he's thy Royal Fort. 

In times of dangcr and of trouble great, 

Unto his holy Name do thou retreat : 

| Which isa Towerttrong to all that fly 

' With care and ſpecd trom all iniquity, 

s Under his wings hel hide his purchas'd One, 

| Till theſe calamiticsare paſt and gone, 

Or, art thou dying, and doſt tear the grave ? 
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{ Heis thy life, trom Death he will thee fave 3 
Thcy cannot die, who ſuch a Husband have. 
Or, art a Sinner? he's thy Righteouſneſs 3 

{ He's more than I can any ways cxprels. 
The good in Chrilt is ſo exceeding, ſweet, 
None underſtand until they taſt of it. 

P 3 


The chief Good. Book II, 


He is a Good which none can comprehend, 

He is a Good which doth all others ſend 

The chiefeſt Good, good of himlelf alone, 

When carnal joys and pleaſures all are gone. 
That's not the govud that hills not the detire, 

That can't be chict, if there be yet a higher. 

God is ſo good, noughts good it him we want 3 
Small things, with him, will fatisfie a Saints 

He is ſo good, that nought can bitter make him 
Unto that Soul, who cheartully does take him, 

And his ſweet love and precious grace enjoys 3 

Yet this rare Good ner gluts, nor {weetnels cloys. 
The belt of carthly ſweets, which fools do prize, 
Ey tin and ſickne(s doth much bitter riſe. 

They lcath them tiraight, and can't abide to hear 
Of that which lately they elicem'd fodear. 

That, that's the Good on which thou ſhouldit de- 
That is deſired for no other end ( pend, 


- Than forit (clt! O taft of him, and try, 


And thou'lt be filled to Eternity. 
hat's not the Good whtich ſuddenly doth leave us, 
hat's not the Good of which Death can bercave 
Chriſt is a Good that's lalting, and abides 3 ( us, 
All other Good, alas, will tail betides. 
Make him thy choice, dear Soul, O do but try 
How (weet it 1s in Few s Anms to lic. 
Make him thy joy, and thou'lt fee cauſe to fling, 
W hatcycr days or change may cn thee bring, 


Soul, 


penn en 
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Soul. . 
Sad times, alas! here is a ſudden change 3 
Nought can I hear of now but-rumors (range, 

Of Wars and Tumults, with perplexity, 
Which do encreaſe and {well mott vehemently 
Within the regions of my inward man, 

Which cauſes tears, and makes my face look wan. 
* Cro(s'workings in me clearly 1 diſcover, 

I am dittrelt about this glorious, Lover. 

The counſel which my heart did lately give 

1 cannot take, I dare not it reccive. 

Great flaughtexs there will be in my ſmall Ile, 
For without bloud be ſure this feartul broil 
Will never ccaſez which fide now (hall I take ? 
I trermble much, yea all my boncs do ſhake. 
Sore of my fins which I have loved dear, 

Arc torc'd to fly, and others can't appear, 

Lelt Conſcrence ſhould upon them fall: for he 
Crys out, Kill all, let not one ſpared be. * 
Nay, Judgment too is all-moſt at a ſtand, 
Which doth amuſe me much o'th other hand. 
Yet Will and Old-man, are rclolv'dly bent 

To hinder fe trom granting my conſent, 

Yet it I could but have ſome glimm'ing fight 
Ot this great Prince, I know not but it might 
Work {trange effects in me: for I do tind 

My Eyes arc out, my Underſtanding blind. 
Lord. pity me: tor 1 a wretch have bin, 

Co flight thee thus, and love my curſed lin, 
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Began to cry 3 I did obſerve, and lo, 

A Friend was ſent from the bleſt Prince of Light, 
The glory of whoſe Face did ſhine fo bright, ' 
That none were able to bchold, for he 

Seem'd not infer'our to the Majeſty 

Ot the great God, and his eternal Son : 

For they in Eſſence are all three but one. 

His Power's great, and Glory is his merit 3 

His nature's like his Name ( moſt holy Spirit. ) 
Who to the Soul did preſently draw near, 

And toucht her heart, and then untiopt her car; 
And trom him ſhone ſuch glorious rays of light, 
Sonc {calcs flew off, and the recover'd light. 

W h*cþ liraitway did her judgment retihe, 
Who to this purpoſe did himſelt apply 

Unto the Soul. whom he had Icd attray. 

I mult contcls my taults to thee this day. 


Judgment, 

For 'want of light talſe judgment I have given, 
And treacheroutly conſpircd againl(t Heaven 3 
And *egainlt thy lite and happineſs have I 
Been drawn into a vile conſpiracy 
Ot th* highett nature: for I did conſent 
Withthy baſc Foes, who hellithly are bent, 
To rear thee into picces, quite undo thee, 
Whil/t ſmiling]ly they profter pleaſures to thee. 
And now though not t' extenuate my lin, 

Ile tcl! thee how I have been drawen in. 


FJudzment reitified., PBook.ll 
Thus whilſt God's Word was preacht,and ſhe all 
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Thy heart's corrupted, and from it proceeds 

The curſed Old-man, with his evil deeds. 

They with Apollyon jointly did unite 

Todraw a Curtain 'twixt me and the light. 

And thus though I ſometimes was halt inclin'd 
'To judge for God, they baſely kept me blind. 
They*ve me corrupted with thy wilful Wl. 
Who, I do fear. remains moſt (tubborn Qill : 
Which it't be ſo, and he's not made to bend, 
Conclude the match thou can{t not wth yfrcadd 
And I, poor I, can't make him condeſcend ; 

Some higer Power *tis mutt make him yield, 

Or hel ttand out and never quit the Field, 

For he's a churliſh pieces; and thon wilt find 

To what is cvil, he is moſicnclin'd : 

But hath no will at all ro what. is right, 

A very Traytor to the Prince of Ugh. 


| But as tor me, my thoughts are clearly now 
{ Thou oughtlt forthwith to yield, and meekly bow 


To the great King, thy mi::ty Lord and Lover. 
And more then this to thee 1 mult diſcover 
Now, now I know ty Soveraigh Loxd will pry 
Into thy very heart, his piercing Eyc 

Will tnd that Soul amongſt the Company 

Who wants (© Wedding-garmcnt, and will ſever 
That unprepared man in Wrath for cver 

From his ſweet preſence; Soxl, his Word doth ſhew 
Nothing will ſcrve but wniverſal new. 

He is a jealow God , will not endure 

To ſee thee only counterteitcd pure 3 
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F208 Gd Daitrin. Book Il+ fſhap. 


1 ok 
+ 

i 
; 4 
(1 


For profit ſweet, thou mult at his command 


O nowl (ce he will not take a part, 
But claims both ears, eyes, hands, yea, the whoſe 
Now, now I (ce *tis pure ſimplicity (heart. 
That is alone accepted in his Eye. 

That fin which has been like to a right hand, 


Cut ftraight-way off. Nay, Soul, look thou about 3 
For Right-eye fins mult all be pulled out, | 
Though they for pleaſure have to thee bin dear, 
Yet mult they have no room, nor favour here. 

Of every fn thou muſt thy (elt deny 

One (in will damn thee to Eternity, 

It thou to it dolt any love retain. 

Nay, hark to me, Soul, liſten once again 3 

The Law mult alſo unto thee be dead, 

And thou to it, or never can(t thou wed 

With Jcſus Chyift. It thy brit Hush ind live, 

Who to another Husband can thee give ? 

The ſmalle(t fin thou ever didlt commit, 

The Law's fo tiridt, it damns the Soul tor it. 

Let this divorce thee trom it, *tis ſeverc, 

No lite nor help (alas) canſt thou have there. 

And therefore unto Jeſus come with ſpeed, 

For ſuch a Bridegraom *tis which thou doſt need. 
And th* glory of the bleſſed Bridal-ftate, 

Will far exceed the greatelt Potentate. 

What's he? Ah Soul! what grace and favor's this 'f| Þr: 
Where dwels that Queen,nay where that Empere(s, Þ 1cg 
W hoſe (plendent glory can e're equal thine, jt v 
When thou canſt ſay, I'm his, and hc is mine? Pnd ; 


. 
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Conſultation held between the Prince and Poxvers of 
Darkneſs , bearing how the Judgment was r:(iified. 
and the underſtanding of the Soul ſomewhat en» 
lightened, 
Apllyon. 

Moſt mighty Pow'rs, who once from Heav'n fell, 
0 raiſe this Throne and Monarchy in Hell ; 

Do not deſpair, rouſe up; all is not gone, 

he Conqueror han't yet the Conquelt won. 

is far bclow your noble extract thus 

0 ſtand amaz'd 3 15 there no pow'r in us, 

or to revive our ſcattered torce ? let's try 

Vhat may be done, we can at la(t but fly, 

(er let us yicld that the thould raiſcd be 

o ſuch a height, to luch great Soveraigntie. 

Vhat, ſhe, whoſe birth and pedigree was mean 
To what our's was, ſhall the be crowned Queen , 
Vhillt we are made the Objects of her ſcorn, 
ated of God and Man? This can't be burn, 
Vhat, ſthalleternal Arms cmbrace the Soul, 

V!;1]ft we in chains of Darkneſs do condole 

ur tormer lo? in ſpite of Heaven let's try 

ct once again to ſpoil th' Athnity. 


Satan. 
'| Pravely rcfolv'd! and if in Hell there are 
\Þ legion of ſuch Spirits, never fcar 
ut we the Conquelt yct o're Heaven ſhall gain, 
and all the hupes and pride of Moxtals ſtain. 


we 
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We venture very little, yet ſhall win 
All at one blow, it we prevail azin. 
And there's great hopes mcthinks 3 for ev'n ſucc 
Makes foes-ſecure, and makes our danger leſs. 

' Lo! don't you ſec how the fond Soul doth lie 
Ope to our Arms in great ſecurity ? 

And though ſome ground is lo't, yet ſeek about, 
View well our force within, and that withour, 
We in her houſe have a ftrong party yet, 


Who in our bands keep her unwary feet. "Ki 
Let's make a ſcarch, and now more carctul be, F* Th 
For ſad it is the wretch (uch light ſhould (ce. "LC 
Without all doubt there has been ſome negleas, Flt 
Which has produc'd {uch undetir'd effects. *« T 
Could none keep out the light? or has her heart, PBcthi 
Always fo true to us, play'd a talſe part ? Und 


Sure Will and O!J-man both do ltand and pauſe, FI Tis 
Or ſome grand Foc hath quite betray'd our cauſe, Peg] 


We mult be-(tir us, and give new directions, Tell, 
And by all means keep tati the Soul s affections. FThy: 
Aﬀettion's fill by O!d-man is directed Ador 
And Wrll to us does yct ftand wcll attcRed. Such 
Let us purſuc our prefent enterprize, Avoi 
With all the cratt and pow'r we can deviſe. That 
Our Prince, I ec, is very much offended, Delip 
And thus in ſhort the Conſultation ended. And 

Apollyon with whole troops of hellith Ficnds Pay t 
Immediately into the Soul deſcends, Be (at 
To raiſe {ad tiorms and tempelis in her breaſt, PFThy , 
Who being, curtt, hates any thould be blcſt, —_ | 

Ar 
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nd that he might the better have his ends 
ccompliſhed, he thus befpeaks his Friends : 
e Fleſh with all its luſts, to whom he ſaid, 
Id-man, my grand Ally, I am atraid 

y tottcring Kingdom has not long to ſtand, 
to my aid thou dolt not lend thy hand. 

is thou ( old Friend ) that mult my caufe main- 
'r otherwiſe thou wilt thy (clt be lain. ( tain, 
Hark ! doſt not hear that fleſh-amazing cry, 

* Kill the 01d-man, O kill, O crucihe 

* The Old-man with his deeds, riſe up and ſlay, 

* Let not that Foe ſurvive another day ? 

* It is that curl. d Ol4 man works our bane, 

* Then let him die, let the Old-man be flain. 

Belyr thy felt , and try thy utmoſt kill, 
Undoubtedly thou mult be kill'd, or kill. 

Tis not a time to paule, or ſlack thy hand, 
Negligence will not with thy int'reſt ſtand, 
Tell, #11 che Soul,in vain thou dolt deny 

Thy fclt of that which fatishes the Eye 

Adorn thy (clt with Pearl, be deckt with Gold, 
Such plealant things are lovely to behold 3 

Avoid a!l thoſe penurious Nicities, 

That makes thee hatetulin thy Neighbour's cycs 3 
Delight thy fclt in that the world "counts brave, 
And |ct thy icnfes have what &'re they crave. 

day to the Soul, let not thine Ears and Eycs 

Bc latisty'd alone, but pleaſe likewiſe 

Thy Appetite, grant all the Soul defires. 

Aud it it chance to kindle lalttul tires, 
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T<l her the carth was fiI'd with boundleſs treaſure 
That the thereby might take her fill of pleaſures, 
And for that end the fenfes are united 

In one fair body. there to be delighted. 

And te!l her. it the do xcfirain one ſenſe 

Ot what it cravcs., the offers violence 

unto het felt , and doth her felt deny 

Ot the bett good, and chicf*li tclicity, 


The Old. man's Reply, 


This Helliſh Lecture pati, the Old-man breaks 


His Silence 3 and, halt Angry, thus he ſpeaks : 
Renowned Father! let thy Servant borrow 

A word or two to mitigate my forrow, 

This Countc! might have done fore time ago, 
Fut now enlighted Judgment lets her know 
All theſe are painted pleaſures, and their date 


Ends with her lite: dread Prince ! it is too Jate 


To mind this Counſel, ſhe will not receive it, 
Her Underſtanding now will not believe it. 

T by thy Aid have oft endeavoured 

In htter times ſuch kind of things to ſpread 
Betore her eycs3 but now of late we hnd 
There is an altcration in her mind. 

Could you have took the Goſpel quite away, 
'T would not have bcen as 'tis, you do delay. 


Apollyon, 
No more of that — Old-man, take my direction, 
Improve thy int'relt now with her afeciion, 


| Chap.s. A ſubtil Stratagem. 
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I know Afediion (till *s inclin'd to love 

That which the Underſtanding doth reprove. 
This being fo, it we improve our $k1], 

And can but keep firm unto us the Wl, 

It he's not over-powr'd, thou maiſt gain, 

Thy tormer tirength, and long thou mayeſt reign. 
For Conſcience thou may'lt once again hereby 


| Lull faſt aſleep, and then alſo her Eye 


Will prow ſo weak, her light diminiſhed, 
That Jadgment by AfﬀeGion ſhall be led. 

And it thou can(t but once this way perſuade her, 
Will and Afﬀeciion quickly will invade her 

To pleaſc her ſenſes 3 and tor thoſe intents 
Aﬀtcion may uſe weighty Arguments 3 

And thus being overcome, ſhe will be more 
Intangled in our fetters than before. 

Luſts of the eyes, and pride of life, theſe be 

My Agents both, they are employ'd by me. 
014- man, theretore proceed, the'Intreti's mine ; 
But be victorious, and the Conquelt's thine. 
Once loſe the day, and thou be fure muſt die, 
Which bcing lolt, thou'le ſuffer mdre than 1. 


01d-man, 
Moſt dread Apollyon | thou muft underſtand. 
As I have ever been at thy command, 
And am thy Servant, fo I will remain 
And tight until I fJay, or elſe am flain. 
Yet let mic lodg, this ſecret in thy breaf?, 
Canlt thou be 1gnorant, how ſhe's poſſeft 


With 
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With ſuch a Soul-convincing beam of light, 
That I do ſcem a Montter in her ſight, 

I ſhall not overcome her now, unleſs 

I do appear to her in ſome new drels, 
Time was indeed when I have been reſpected, 
But now, alas, I greatly am ſuſpected 

Of being thy great tavouritez nay, ſhe 
Affirms that I am wholly led by thee. 

Theſe things conlider'd, I mult be advis'd, 
Fear leſt I ſhould be unawares lurpriz'd, 


Apollyon, 

Thou hitſtthe cafe, and I agree thereto 
Thou ſhalt be clothed new trom top to to : 
And Ple transform my {hape, and will appcar, 
For thy afſiltance 3 haſte, and nothing tear. 
With ſpccious ſhews of love, do thou pretend, 
Thou com'ſt to reafon with her as a Friend, 
Not meaning to perſwade her to remove, 

Or to withdraw in any calc her love 

From her greatSoveraign, whom thou maiſt conteſs 
Can only her advance to happineſs; +» 

Yet tell her ſhe's too thrift, the's too precile, 
She'l never hold it 3 bid herto be wiſe: 

Soft pace goes tar 3 an over-heated zeal 

Ruins the Soul, and ſpoils the Common-weal. 

Go bid her carry 't in her Princes light _ 

With Saint-like ſweetneſs 3 bid her to delight 

In his preſence, and there demurely tiand 


But when he's abſent; let both heart and hand 


Be y 
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Be ſtill delighted, as they were bctore, 

| With {cnſc-deluding Objects. Furthermore, 

| Tcll her he's not fo ſtrict as to debar . 
Her of theſe joys below, tor hcr's they are: 

Of which Paul rightly ſpeaks, this is the ſum, 
Il things are yours, both preſent and to come 3 
Thus we'l combine, and all our pow'rs unite, YJ 
And in this mode and curious dreſs incite ; 

Tit' enligten'd Soul to play the Hypocrite, 
(greed, 
The fleſh being thus with th* pow'rs of Hell as 
The inward Foe beſtirs himſclt with ſpeeds 
Vile Traytor like, a Panther doth become, 
| To work about the Soul's eternal doom. 
A cruel Scrpent, in a Saint-like guize, 
The betrer to trapan the long'd-tor prize. 
As Balaam, once, and Balak, fo do they 
Seck to hnd out ſome curtt inftidious way, 
The poor unwary Soul tor to betray 
| To the laſt Death's dark and eternal ſhade. 
5 | Balaam adviſes Balak to invade 
God's Heritage, *twas by the beauteous train 
Of Moabite Damfels, who he thought might gain 
The Iſraelites afteCtions, and thereby 
Make them offend againſt the Majeſty 
Ct God All-mighty, by whoſe powertul hand 
Zacob prevails, and Moab could no wiſe ſtand. 
Ah! fee how the wiſe Fowler lays his ſnare 
To catch the poorenlighten'd Soul. Beware, F 
An 
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And do not cloſe thy new- iolighten 'dEyes 
Under the Golden clew the Panther lics. 

The Eyc-intanglcd Creature ſtands to gaze 
Upon the lovely Panther in a maze, 

Till the deluded Beatt doth by his ſtay 
Unwillingly become the Panther s prey. 

Jult as you fcc (omctinics the nimble fly, 
Dancing about the flame, advance fo nigh, 
Until it's taken and doth burn its wings- 
Thus trom it (clt its own deſtruction fprings. 
Or like two Mcn, who running in a Race, 
With hopes the Golden Diadem thall grace 
The Victor's Temples, in the way doth lie 

A Golden Eallz one of them catts his Eye 
Upom the ſame, maKkcs but a little fiay 

To take it up, the other hatis away, 

And ncver turns atidc to tix his Eyes 
* On this or that, but runs and wins the prize: 
: The other he the Ball cſpics, 1s loth 

| To lct it lic : in hopcs to get them both, 
He lofcs both : tor when he comes to try, 
Doth tnd the Golden Ball decciv'd his Eyc 3 
K * For when tc thought to lay 1t up in ltore, 
© Finds it an Earthly Ball, but gilecd o're. 
F O! then he gricves, but then it is too late, 
His Eyc's the cauic-ot his unhappy fate. 

A tit relemiblance : tor thus ſtands the caſe ;, 
With every Soul. This mortal lite's the Race. 
A bleficed Kingdom crowns the Victor's brow 
- With endlcls gory, but whillt here below 
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We're tempt by Earthly pleaſures, that's the Ball; 

Satan's the Sopiſter, who lets it fall. 

Now look about thee, Soul, thy timC's at hand, 

Thine Encmics approach, nay, lo tlicy fiand 

Ready prepared, and rel+]v'd to try 

| Both lixength and cretr to pct the Victory. 

| Thy precious Lord 1s the cternal Prize, 

| Mind wcll thy Mark, take hecd of wanton Eyes, - 

| | It Vleaſures thou, or Honours, ſhouldit cfpy, 

© | Stop not to gaze, run {witr, and pals them by3 

[Take norcgard unto that painted Ball, 

| Which Satan, to deceive thee, has let fall. 

The 014-mar's near (the ficth) in a new drels, 

And whoſe with him? Ah! thou maylt eas'ly guels: 

*Tis to deceive thee he appears fo trim, 

And thou mayſt fee the Der! plain in him. 

The pow'rs of Hell in thee will try their $Kkilt | 

For to infnare Aﬀedtions, and the HH ; 

Nay, Satan has got them to take his fide 

Fhus trcacheroufly thy heart they do divide. 
Thus though the Soul obtains inlightned Eyes, 

W hilt thicker darkneſs vaniſhes and flics, 

Yet is the vex'd with fore perplexitics 

"'Fwixt two cxtreams and two contrary Laws, 

Fr doment 15 led by one, Aﬀetion draws 

ihe other way 3 ſhe can't tell which to pleaſe : 

She knows what's beſt, but ſtrong temprattons ſeize 

| pon her (©, that ſhe's at a great ſiand, 

This way the goes, then to the other hand, 


Ic () 2 | Her 
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Her taculties fall out, they diſagree. 
O look, methinks I in the Soul do ſce 
Four mighty Warriours draw into the Ficld 
To try their Valour, and rctulſe to yield 
Untocach other: herc's two againlt two: 
VFudgmcut with Conſcience arc united ſo, 
That 3/1 and the Afﬀeciions do reſolve 
The trembling Soul in Wars (ill to involve. 


| Will rouſcs up, rctuſes to give way, | 
F: That his great oppolitcs ſhould have the day 3 ' 
{1 Apollyon alſo with him doth take part, 


To hold his own, and to bcguile her heart. 


Darts are let fly, they with each other clolc. | 
The conflict's ſharp, *tis very hard to know 
Which will the othcr beat and overthrow. 

WilPs hard put to't, nay, had lot the day quite, 
But that more Traytors join'd him in the Fight. 

Th? 014-man roufes with rebcllious ficſh, 

And theſe domeſtick Wars renew atreſh. 

Thcy tight about the Sol, would know who mul 
Have th' heart and its affedions, Chrift, or Luſt. 
Satan by inward motions [traight reply'd, 

My ſentence is, we'l equally divide, 

And give alike, both can't have the whole heart 3 
Chriſt take a piece, andI the other part. 

He'd have the queltion by the Sword decided, 
Knowing the Soul lics dead whillt*tis divided. 

Thus "tis with many. Ah! look well within, 

Tudrment convinc'd may be, yet may thy fin 


They meect,they {trike,& blows exchange for blows, | 
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* In thy affedions live, and alſo thou 
Maylt not toth* pow'r of Grace and Feſus bow, 
Thou mayſt have light, and ſpeak as Balazm did, 
Whoſe Eyes Fehovah fo far opened, 

That he cry'd\out, O happy Iſrael ! 

: How poodly are the Tents where thou dot dwell / 
He (like to many Preachers) did commend 
God's holy ways, and wiſh'd that his latt end 
Might be like his, who righteouſly doth live, 

 Andhis whole heart doth unto Feſws give. 
He to this purpole ſpake, yet nc*r-the-lefs, 
Ld beſt the wages of unrighteouſneſs, 

ws The Underſtanding may much light receive, 
'?! And yet may not the Soul rightly believe, 

Nor be cf{pous'd to Chriſt, may not rcly 

On him alone in true {implicitie, 

But to procced 3 with carctul Eye let's view 

What tollows here, what *tis doth next ent.-, 

As Combatants ſometimes a Parly bcat . 

Atrer ſome {harp Encounter, or retreat, 

And with each othcr do expotltulatc 


l 


—— — 


lt About their rilting, or their linking, tate, 
Even fo likewiſe do theſe firong inward Foes, 
They paule as *twere, partly, then fall to blows. 
3 Old-man, 


The Old-man moves, and preſently he meets 
With the poor Soul, and thus Aﬀeciion greets ; 
Thou tor my Int'rett ever yet haſt been, 
> | And ſweet (lays he) Ah! fweet'sa boſom fins 

” 3 Tho® 


4rs 18 the 


Book II, 
Thou never yet deny'd(i to yield {ubjeQion | 
Unto my will; and now, indear'd Afﬀetiion, G 
Our Maticr, great Apollyon, doth conimand t 
That we vnitc our force, and taithful ttand 5 
Apainit our Focss thy int'rett 15 invaded, | 
Thou feet by whom, thou knowlt who arc inraged ; 
Pold talt thine own, ner let thoſe Objeas go 
Thou lov'it {o dear, *twill be thy overthrow 3 
Ard thereby too the Houl will unawarcs 

| Be much involv'd ia more Vexatious Cares 3 

I |, And thoſe delights which thou wet wout to have 
Will be ob{curcd in the darklom Cave . 
k Ot black Oblivion, buried out of tight, 

[15 Should once the Soul cloſe with this Prince of Light, 
Not that we think thou canſt *ith" Icaſt approve 
Ot this, whereby the thould withdraw her love 
Quirc trom tholc things which we elicem (o dear; 
For Hcart and Will lome ways do yct adhere 
Unto our Intreit 3 yot baſcly miſſcd 

She is, c're ſince the*s been enlightened. 

Wc 2rc content ſhe thould cry up the choice 

She thinks to make, let hcr in that rejoice 3 

Yet there's a ſecret we would tata revcal, 

She's blinded by her ovcr-tcrvent zeal, 

It is cnough tincc the has niade ſuch vows 

To love lun; {o, as to become his Spouſe, (lures, 
Why ſhould the not have yet fweet [enfual plca- 
To pleaſe the ficlh, ro whom the greateti trealurcs 
Ot right belongs that ever were podlett ? 

How canher glory better bc cxpiceti, 
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| Than to imbrace what is fo trecly given, 
Toys here below as well as bliſs in Heaven ? 


* Let her not fear to ſpend her days in mirth, 
* That's Heir of Heaven, and Lady ot the Earth, 


| 


This think upon, and fecretly impart 


* So tweet a Mcſlage to the yiclding heart, 


* Affection hears, and willingly conſentcd, 
* And (irives with this to make the Soul contented ; 
! Nay, with it tco, the Soul began to cloſe, 


Until poor Conſcience did them both oppole. e 
Aﬀettion, Will, and Conſcience talk a while ; 


| Apollyon (\raight (tarts up, and with a {milc 


: 


IT 53 


| | Salutes them all, ſeeming as it he were 
bt. | 


* One unconcern'd with any mattcrs there: 


W ho well obſerving how theſe three contended, 
Begs leave to ſpeak a word, as he pretended 

In tavour to them all, dcfiring he 

Might at this time their Moderator be. 

At this they {cem'd topaule, and ſtand all mute , 
At length the Soul, but faintly, grants his Suit ; 
The Dcvil having thus obtain'd his cnd, 
Salutes the Soul, Fair Virgin, I commend 

,Thy happy choice, almoti, it not quite made 3 
Yet, it all matters were but wiſely weigh'd, 
'Thou'lt ind Afedizon has advis'd thee right 3 
And 't can't be fate ſuch Counſel now to flight, 
The greateſt honours oft, for want of carc 

In juli improvements, have been made a ſnare, 
W hat bount'ous Heav*n & Earth affords,retuſe nots 
Be not fo nice 3 ye *buſe the things you ule not. 
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222 The hypocrifie of the Heart. Book.1IT, 


What, is thy Soveraign willing to receive thee 
Into Celettial Joys, yet quite bercave thee 
Ot preſcnt ſweetneſs? Tuſh! this cannot be 3 
He will ſure ner {uch wrong, do unto thee. 
Reflect not what thy tormer ttatc hath been, 
But what 'tis now, @ Saint, more than a Queen. 
Things preſent, and tocome, nay, all arc thine 3 
Come, merry be, drinkot the choicli Wine, 
1hine honour's grcat, and let thy joys abound 3 
Chart to the Viol, hcar the Organ ſound 3 ; 
ct the miclodious Lutc and Harp invite thee, ] 


And each tranſcendent joy on Earth delight thee. 


Alwcet is, ( What? ) a thing reproacht, call'd Sin | 
It in the boſom lics, has harbour'd bin e 
By chictctt Saints: O then, do not deny 


The preſent good, that's Pleaſant to the Eye. 
Bur it thou tcarlt thou thouldit thy Lord offend 
Obſcrve this Rule, which I thall ncxt commend : | | 
Lt all thy words be pleaſant, ſmooth, and ſweet, | 
When him thou doſt in daily Dutics mcet, 
Seem to be chatt, and Ict no Saints clpy 

The finalleft tign of Immoralitic, ( them, 
Bc yrave in fpccch, aud Jowly when thou mcctli 
And call than thy dear Brethrez, when thou grectti 
And it thy Sovcraign feck to have thy heart,(them. 
Let him have ſom, yct mutt the World have part. 
Call him thy Friend, thy Satiour, own him (03 
And (0 foo r Saints thou muli ſome kindncls ſhow, 
Or clſc thy covctouſncts they will clpy, 

And tho! becharg'd, ( with what & | _ 
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Thus mayft thou keep his love:but when than go's 

Amongtt thy old acquaintance, (yet his Foes) 

ILet them know nothing, let no ſentence fall 

IW hich may diſcover this to them at all, 

iThus having ſpoken bricfly, be thou wiſc, 

JAnd with thy Friengs, my Agents, now adviſe, 

Thus ends the 0/d4-man, and Apollyon's ſuit, 

þ And the poor Sox! tn this aſſaul* Rood mute, 

i Not well diſcerning who theſe thoughts did Sn 
2 Into hcr moromy and divided hearr. 

! Nor hath {hc got that grave and pood inſpeRion 

| What's beli to do, and where to twke dinetdio: 


n | But gocs to th* F!ſ, with that doth ſhe confult, 


hus 


' Which quickly brings her to a fad refult, 
{1 hitherto, faith the, have been deprett 3 
| What {hall I do, how may I be 2t 1c ? 


The Fleſh, or corrupt Aﬀ-Tion, 
| What's the reverſion of 2 Prince's State. 
= 1cn't muſt be purchas'd at fo dear a rate ? 
*Tis but arriving ata ſeeming pitch 

of Honour, and to be c nceited Rich. 
It there's no way to gct this promis'd Crown 
But to incur the world'ds vile (coft and trown, 
With los of lite, and all we call our own ; 
*T would to!lly be to (eek for fuch a prize: 
For what we have 1s pleaſant in our Eyes. 

A rcal thin Pa and picient, as 'tis dear 5 

To part with it, is more than fleth can bear 


But 


*& 


224 The prevailing Power. Book Il, ] 
But by the way,mind what our Friends propound::Þ\+ 
A Medium to enjoy them both, 4s found 3 

vt Wheretore 'tis beli in this perplexing calc, 
7 For to unite, that Counſcl let's imbracc. 


:; Soul, 
: | Haſt thou torgot, or knowft thou not,mine cyesF 
? Have been enlight*ned ? let us tirit adviſe 

With Judgment, lelt this over-ralh concluſion 
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hi Turn all our Conſultations to contuſion. 
7 þ It would be well could we (I mult contels ) | 
IF Thoſe fintul ſweets and preſent joys poſlels, | 
' ® Without the loſs of thoſe tranſcendant pleaſures; F... 
2 Thar's in Febova's uncontined Treaſures. 6 
| 4 5 But what it Jzdgment ſays it mult not be, / 
BE Nor Truth nor Conſcience with us will agree? 
f It fo, what (hallI do, what ſhall I choote ? > 
{ 'Whiltt I {ecure one, I both may looſe, | 7 
| [ The fl:þ), or corrupt Aﬀeciion's Reply. | N 
| One word I lc bricfly drop, and ſpeak no more. Þ\ 
If Thouw'lt put thy caſe to Conjers hcrctotore 3 | A 
I And what redreſs pray had you, what didit gain? , . 
{8 Did he not gripe thee ſorely tor thy pain ? . 
Wilt thou negled fo {fweet advice as this ? | 
Judgment and Conſcience both may judg amiſs, . 
But it thou lik'ſt it, and canit be contented, þ 
By knawing Conſcience lit]l to be tormented , 4 
Then I'lc be tilent, aud improve thy skill, 
Yet will Blove and like where I did (till, 1 


a 


I hap. 6. The ubtilty of the Fleſh, 225 


4. #ladit thou been counſcl'd to torfake the Lord 
nd:f a SEA , 
Vould T, do'tt think, have ſpoken the-leatt word, 
Once to difſuade thee trom fo juti a thing ? 
Nay. Soul, thou oughtit,nay mult rclpett this King; 
But whillt hc's abſent, whilit ke dwells on high, 
hou hati no other Object tor thine Eye 
eyes | hen thcle ow SP-©2; CE—_ SEES 
LL onfult with Conſcience, now do what you plealez 
lit as tor mc 1 am tor preſent cale. 
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| CHAP. Vi. 


Sewing the policy of $ atan i keeping the Soul from a 
fill cloſing with Chriſt, Alſo the nature of a boſom ſin... 


TO ſooncr was this ſharp Encounter over, 
'Þ4 N But in alicele time you might diſcover 

The Soul halt vanquith d by her wealroppoling, 
Sometimes rclilting, and then taintly clotng, 
Sorctimes you'l ſee her jult as *twere conſcuting, 
And preſently you'l tind her much lamenting, 
Loſer on every lide with troops of fears 3 

Which makcs her to bedew her cheeks with tears; 
Comiplains to Conſcience, hoping tor relic, 

Till Conſcience checks her, and renews her grief. 
\)metiincs the's drawn to tix her tender Eye 
lipon the Goſpcl's pure Simplicitie. 

[icr lovc-lick thoughts at fits ſeem to aſpire, 

JAS it the could paſs through hot flames of tue, 
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226 The carſed Darling, Book II, 


And ſay with Peter, Though all ſhould deny 
Thee, my bleft Lord, yet fo will never T, 

But when the Soul once comes to (ce the Crofs, 
Its courage fails, O! 'tis at a great loſs. 

When ſhe perceives the and her Juſts muſt part, 

O that (ticks cloſe, go's to the very heart. 

The thoughts of that 1s hard 3 'tis Self-denial 
That puts the Soul upon the deepelt tryal, 

Some ready are to make a large profeition 

In hopes of ſomewhat, perhaps the poſſeſſion 
Ot Heav'n at latizbut ſtraight ſounds in their Ear, ? 
Deny thy ſelf , come, part with all that's dear c 
For Feſus ſake. Ah! this they cannot bear, 

The Young-man ran, he ſeem'd to bein haſte, 
But news ot this, did all his courage blaſt. 

The gate is ſirait 3 O ! *tis no eahic thing 

To for-gyv all in love to this bleſt King, 

The way is narrow which leads unto life, 

*Tis Self-denial, that begets the (trite, 

*Twixt Fleth and Spirit there's a conſtant War, 
They oppoſite, and quite contrarics arc. 

As Fire and Water, Light and Darkncls be, : 
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Such dift 'ring Naturcs never can agree 3 

So berwcen theſe is like antipathic, 

The fleſh is like the Young-man, give's attention 

To what the Preacher ſays, until he mention 

His boſom-fmn, the Luft he ſo much lovesz | 

This makes him tace about, and back removes, 

He goes away, yet lov'd tohear Chriſt preach 

Up Legal works; but when he came to reach _ 
0 > 
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Chap.6, or fleſbly Dalilah. 2 
His Dalilah, that blow fo griev'd his heart, 
That Chriſt and he immediately muſt part, 

His great poſſcthons could not give to th' poor, 
Though he had th* promiſe of 2bundance more 
Treaſures above 3 but being not content 

To pay that price tor Heaven, away he went, 


| The happy Conqueſt of a Eoſom-lin ? 
How will it plead , how wittily debate, 
| Excuſe, or argue, to extenuate 


But firſt cry 's out, O give me leave to liay 
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How loth's the Fleſh to yield, that Grace may win 


The Crime at length it yields, forc'd to give Zy 


A ycar, amonth, a week, at leali one day: 
| Fut when it ſees it cannot that obtain, 
Thc loſer looks, and pleads yet once again 2 
Ah ! let my tond, my fainting, breaking heart 
Hug it the other tirme, before we part. 
Much like Rebeckab's Friends, the fleth appears; 
It parts with fin, but 'tis with floods of tears, 
Fach has his Darling, his bcloved fin, 
Whillt unconverted, much delighted in, 


Give me, {ay ſome, bur leave to heap up Treaſure, 


And 1'lc abandon all torbidden pleaſure. 
Others again there be that only prize 

The popular applauſe ot being wile, 

A name of being learn'd, judicious, grave, 
Able Divincs, *tis this too many crave, 

Some boalt their natural and acquired parts, 
Which take the cars of ſome, {cduce the hearts 
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Ot many ſimple Souls who go aſtray 3 

While others are tor tealting day by day, 

There's ſome delight in drinking choice of Wine, 

Whilti others are to Gaming more inclin'd, 

That fin that tinds more tavour than the reſt. 

That is thy darling lin, thou knowlt it beſt, 

O ſearch thy bofum well, pry, pry within, 

Till thou tmdit out thy own bcloved fin. 

That gives thee kifſes,thar's the lult that Nays thee. 

O that's the curfed Ju4# which betrays thee. 
Ah! ſec how blind, how toolith Sinners are 

Like to xcbellious Saul, they | Agog ſpare, 

They cntertain this Lult cloſe in their heart, 

And arc indecd as loth with it to part, 

As with a Hand or Eyc 5 and thceretore ſhe 


oop out with Sampſon, O this pleaſes me- 

Ah ! 1 will treely part with all the reli, | 
Might I but hug this Darlmg in my brea/?. 
Souls oncc convicted, quickly do begin 

To hate, detclt, and lcave all grofler tin ; 

Sins vitible unto the natural Eye, 

Such which arc ot the black and deepeſt dic, 
They are pofiett with fuch a dread and tear, 
They'l not touch them, nor venture tocome near 
Thcle toul dchlements--nay, fuch ſpots diſdain ; 
Then pretently conclude they'r born apain, * 
And ſhall be fav'd, though bofom lutls remain. } 
And it at any time ſome beams of light 
Difcover fecret Sin. or Conſcience firitc, 
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'r touch the Dalilah, they then begin 
'0. think oft making covers for ſuch fin, 
Which in the ſecret of the boſom lics ) 
ac, FWith the tair Mantle of Infirmities. 
But it at any time the ſearching Word, 
Which cuts and trys like a two-edged Sword, 
Picrces the heart, and will divide aſunder 
The ſoul and ſpirit, and &re long bring under 
Theſe Soul-deluding Covers, and eſpics 
Thoſe ſecret Luſts which in cach corner lies ; 
And doth unmask thoſe evils, and diſcloſe. 
The Soul s hypocriſie, yea and expoſe 
k's nakedncls to view, unto its ſhame : 
Now, now the Flclh begins to change the name 
Ot every Lutt that lics fo cloſely hidden, 
Soul, touch not;faith the Lotd, *tis Fruit forbidden. 
! faith the Fleth, *tis pleaſant 1a mine eyes 3 
Yeaiſays the Tempter,Soul, *rwill make thee wile , 
Talte, it is \weet, the liberty is thine 3 
And Wiſdom is a Vertue moſt divine. . 
nd Vertuc, faith the fleth,will make thee thine, 
-hriſt he prohibits Souls trom taking pleaſure 
n laying, up their bags of Earthly Treaſure 3 
'or theſe things have in them a fecret Art, 
To ſteal away th' atteCtions of the Heart : 
-hrilt tells the Soul, Our Heavenly Father knows 
What 'tis we want, and fo much he allows 
Which he fecs belt, which we contentedly 2 
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Should take trom him, who will our wants ſup- 
©;[And no good thing trom us will he deny, ply 
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But hark ! What faith the Fleth? O Soul, faith ſhe Þ 
In this give ear and harken unto me: 

*Tis not unlawtul here to lay up Treaſure. 
Provided thou therein tak'ti no great pleaſure, | 
The World thou ſecti difdains thoſe wch are poor ; 
And it thou*rt Rich, thou It be ador'd the more. ©: 
Nay, it thou once arrivelt at the pitch |. 
Ot being by the World accounted Rich, 

Thy words will tar the greater influence have, Þþ 
And may'ft thereby perchance more rich ones ſave, 
Betides all this 3 when Rich, thou maycti tecd 
With thy abundance ſuch who fufter need. 

And this alſo will take thee off trom care, 
Which is to ſome a molt perplexing fnare, 

And thou for God may'!t the more hours ſparc. 
It chou art poor, and ot {irict converlation, 
That will not be a ht Accommodation 

To diaw men by 3 tor foine thereby arc trighted, 
\Who might by temporizing be invited. 
Accommodate thy tclt to all 3 become 

All things to all men, that thou may(t gain (ome. 
Theſe (ubtil Covers doth the Fleth deviſe, 

To hide tholc tits which in the botom hes 3 
And by this cratty coule perhaps a while 

The poor unwary Soul it may beguile. 

And it Apollyon feces the Creature yicld 

In this reſpect, he's Victor inthe Ficld S 
He glory's in the Conque!t he has gain'd, © he 
As if. a Diadein he had vbtain'd. 
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BufNithin hcr brealt , but then the Enemies 


| Hel call her Conſcience to examination » 


Ot all talfe Covers--Nay, and will reveal 
avc. [Thoſe ſecret Luis the Flcth ſees to conceal. 


Chap.6. Conſcience's Teftimony. 231 


But now, bchold, here comes her former Friend 
Chriſt's precious Love this once torecommend. 
Truc Minilters arc hJled with compathon, ' 

As their long patience's worth all commendation. 
The preciouſneſs now of the Soul you'l hear, 
And how things go within he will declare. 


For Conſcience 'tis mult give a full Relation 


by 


Theologue. 
| Conſcience, thou knowit, and privy art to all 
The ſecret firivings, and the words let fall 


To bring the Soul to join in bonds of love 

Vith Jeſus Chritt, and hnally remove 

Icr hcart trom fin, yea from the ſmalleſt evil 

ne fn belov'd will ſend her to the Devil. 

peak therefore now, hcr inward parts reveal : 
Vhat faith hath ſhe, what love, and O what zeal, ' 
\ hat indignation, carc, and what delire ? 
Is (he inflamed, is the all on hre 
In love to him, who out of love did dic, 
Hcr to cſpoule, and fave Eternally? 


Conſcience, 
She loves, but who 2 ) ſhe lighs, Sir, ſhall I ſpeak ? 
he's doubtful {till, the knows not which to take. 
ome kind ot love, ſome taint dehires do rifle 
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Self-righteouſneſs an Idol, Book 11, 


Immediately ſuch great diſturbance cauſe, 
That ſhe's amaz'd, and put into a paulc. 
Although ſhe dos love Chrilt, I mult contels, 
Some ſecret fin is favour'd ner'thelels. 

She wants ſome glorious Rays, her cyes are dim, 
She never yet had a true ſight of him. 

I mult ſpeak all, c'cn the whole truth impart 3 
Alas ! the hasnew Objyccts in her heart. 

Her love is treach'rous, her atteQions burn 
Chicfly to ſclt, loves Chriſt to ſerve her turn. 
And ſuch a Legalitt the's become now, 

To her own drag ſhe blindtoldly do's vow 
To. offer Incenſc 3 in her {ceming grace 

She glory's much, nay, fcts it in the place 
Ot J]cſus Chritt, and on that Idol pores 
This is the Object now the molt adores, 


Theologue. 

Wilt thou expole thy (clt to (coft and ſhame, 
And bring a blot tor ever on thy name ? 
A Monltcr (thou) in Nature wilt appcar, 
To all whoot thy taults and tolly hcar. 
C:nlt be ſo vile, fo impudent, and bale? 
Diſloyal Soul ! how canft thou till give place 
To Feſws's Focs, and up an Idol fet ? 
What, oftfcr facritice to thy own Net ? 
L ltand amaz'd ! what guilt is on thy head ? 
K.uncmber that black Bill, what crimes are ſpread 
Bctore thine Eycs alrcady. But, now, turther, 
L ini to charge thee with another Murther, 
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Committed on a ſpotlefs Man 3 nay, worſe, 
Thou letit him be betrayed to the Curſe 

Of a moſt ſhamctul Death 3 nay, what exceeds, 
His hands, feet, fides die, and his Soubfiill bleeds 3 
And what-is worlt of all, he is- God's Son, 

On whom this bloody Tragedy was done 3 

Thy Friend (© Soul} who came down from above, 
To luc to thee for kindnefles and love. 

And yet doth he,whoſe blood thy hands have ſhed, 
Sue unto thee nay his deep wounds do plead 

For mercy, and he's able to forgive : 

He's God'as well as Man 3 dead, yet doth live. 
What Objc& is't thou halt got in thine cye ? 
Dolt think the Law can help thee ? make haſt,fly d 
For *tis by that thou ſtand it condemn'd todie. 
Seck a Divorcement: i(tand'(t thou till in doubt(cut 
'Twixt Law & Grace? ſirange! canft thou not find 
What Judgment told thee? ſure thou knowelt better; 
It is fevere, O! *tis a killing Letter. 

'Tis tirne to leave that Husband, and for-go 

All hopes trom him, who ſeeks thy overthrow. 
Chrilt has tulhIPd it, he alone has lite + 

And it thou once art his eſpouſed Wite, 

Thou wilt reccive a full diſcharge trom all 

Thote Debts,thoſe Deaths,and dangers wch inthratl 


* The Souls of thofe, whoſe blind deceived breaft 


Secks to {clt-rightcouſneſs tor peace and reft. 
Thou can{t not (Soul) become a Virgin Spoufe, 
Until thou art divorced from all yows 
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Chriſt's glorious Love, Book 1I. 


To that, nay to Relations, though they're dear 

Mult thou the leſſer love, and kindneſs bear. 

Thy Fathers houſe, and all, thou muſt forſake, 

It thou this happy Contract c're dolt make. 

Yield thy whole heart to Chrilt, bend to his feet 

In pure t1mplicity 3 there's ground tor it ; 

For he that lay within a Virgins Womb, 

And who was buricd in a Virgin-Tomb ; 

He that alone did lcad a Virgin-Lite, 

Mult have a chal and toly Virgin-Wite, 

Need(ſt thou more motives ſtill? what ſhall I fay, 

What ſhall I ſpeak to move thee? I will lay 

The naturc ot the Soul unto thy view : 

Wouldit know its worth ? read then what dos en- 

Firſt, ( ſue, 

'Tis capable, ſuch is its nature, State, 

On Great Fehovah's Pow'r to contemplate : 

It ſearchcs, prys and nicely looks about 

On Nature's trame, and tinds the tormer out. 

David's amaz d when he doth caſt his Eye 

On all the glorious things bencath the skie 3 

He looked up and down, above, and under, 

And ſtood altoniſh'd, ſceing cagſe of Wonder 3 

And then rcticcting, his own MA ame, did ſce 

Nature's great Volume, blelt Epitome, | 

Fearfully am I made : how canlt tell ? 

His Anſwer is, My Soul knows it full well. 

We ſhould have known no more ot Earth,or Heav' h 

Than the brutc bcalts, had not Fehovah given 

This precious Soul tous: O then be wilc, 

And it ſccurcas the chictclt Prizc. . Se 
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, Secondly, = 
Nay more then this, the Scripture makes relation | 
'Tis capable of glorious Inſpiration. 
ect There 1s in Man a Soul, a Spirit do's live 
' And move in him, to which the Lord doth give 
| By Infviration, Wiſdom, Knowledg, Fear, 
That fools know more than the Philoſopher. 
The Soul's God's Candle, a light of acceptation, 
But from himſelf mult come its Information. 
fay, | Shall not this Candle (pray you) lighted be ? 
O let God's Spirit (Soul) inlightcn thee. 
Thirdly, 
2s en- | Nay, once again, it's Nature to declare, 
( ſue, | *T will (weet Itmprethons take, God's Image bear. - 
It bore it once, O then, how did it thine ! 
A plorious ſhadow of him, who's Divine : 
But now *tis blurr'd, and foiPd by filthy dult 
O *tis detac'd and ſpoil'd by means ot Luſt. 
Put he who ſtamp'd it there at firft, can make 
It once again a new Imprcthon take ; 
He can watlh off the ſoil, rehne the Ore, 
_ And make it ſhine faircr than heretofore. 
C) what a glorious thing! how rare *twill be, 
| on God renews his Image once in thee? 
Loſec not the Soul, (the wax) tor nought can bear 
This Image then, nor can that loſs repair, 
Heav'n Fourthly, 
n The Soul's a glorious Piece, wherein doth lie 
So great an Excellence, as doth out-vy 
Se- R 3 All 
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All outward Glory : tor 'tis only the 
That's capable ct (o great Dignitic $ 
To be cl{pouſcd to the Glorious Three, 
Strange condeſcention ! an amazing thing! 
What joy and raviſhment trom hence may ſpring 
Up unto thee, when into 't thou dolt pry 3 
Will the high God take ſweet complacency 
In ſuch a one? What, doth he pleaſe to chuſe 
Thee tor his dear Conſort, make thee his Spoule ? 
May'lt thou in Chriſt's dear Arms and Boſom lie ? 
Ah! is the Soul the Jewel of his Eyc ? 
Can any joy and (wcetne(ſs be like this ?. 
Can worldly Comitorts raiſe thee to ſuch bliſs ? 
W hat, is thy Soul capable of ſuch Union 3 
And doth there flow from thence ſuch rare Com- 
Admirc it! is not one kils worth more, (munion * 
Than all thc Richcs of the Eaftern thore ? 
O! lufe not then thy Soul ! Ah! who would mils! 
Ot this {weet Union and Eternal Bliſs ? 
Fifthly. 

It's nature, worth, and rarc tranſccndcncy, 
Appcars 1n that great 1:congrufty, 
And wcakncis ot all Creaturcs to ſuthice it | 
And trom this ground great cauſc hatt thou to prizC} 
Nothing but God himfelf can fatistic (It, 
T hat precious Soul, which in thy brealt do's lic, 
The Univer{ £to0 little, th* whole Creation 
Will nct appealc its longing expectation. 
Pow vali's the Deeps? how lotry the dctires 
©t Man's poor Soul, above all boungs afpircs 3 
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j It ſecks, it prys, and viewsall kind of Treaſure, '. 


*And till it craves, its wiſhes know no meaſure. 
It walks again, it rambles, O it flies, 
'And ranſacks all the (ſecret Treaſurics - 
ig YJOt Art and Nature, hurried, nay *tis driven 
'To and tro, being reſtleſs, till to Heaven 
It calts a look, and Feſws does eſpy, 
And then tull ſoon with greateſt joy doth cry, C 
(ce? 1O there's the Pearl! I mult have him,or dic. | 
ie? "Thou mult expect no peace,there's nought can ſtill F 
Nor give it relt till God himſelt do's fillit, Car. 
Hark to its fighs, do not betool and cheat it, 
f Nor ot its withings batfle and defeat it : 
For nothing but that God that made it, can 
Com- ' Suthce the Soul, the precious Soul of Man. 
nion * Sixthly. 
What think(t thou of that price,that price of blood 
4d mils *Which Chriſt laid down? does it not cry aloud ? 
O precious is the Soul ! it coſt full dear : 
Doth not this notfe found always in thinc Ear ? 
CY. Seventhly, 
Don't Satan's rage, his enmity, and wrath 
:Againlt the Soul, thew torth its precious worth ? 
0 p112& Take pleaſures here, and Coffers hill with Coin, 
(1t+The Shop with Wares, & Cellars with rich Wine : 
lic. Let him but have the Soul, he does not care, 


n Take what you pleaſe betides, and do not ſpare. 

_ {He rages when one Soul eſcapes his paws 3 | 
'5 Ah! that's the Prize his black and bloody jaws | 
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Are open for. Theſe Demons grin, and (well 
With venom great, and Councils hold in Hell," 

( As hath been hinted ) that by craft they may ? 


Catch the poor Soul, and this Pearl bear away, e 


That, that's the Morſel, that's their only prey. 
Eighthly, 

Its bleſt Infuſion, and God's conſtant care 
For food and Ornaments which he does (pare, 
For to adorn her on th' c{pouſal day, 

Fully declares this Truth, therctore we may 
Amazed ttand, and wondring all ways cry, 

O precious Soul! thy worth and cxc'llency 

Is very great, who can it comprchend ? 

It's that which docs oft-times to Chriti aſcend 
In ſtrong detires, and longings: O! *twill pry 
Into all places for his Company. 

She in his fight rejoyccs, and is glad 3 | 
But when ONCE gone, lhe fighs, ſhe mourns, is ſad. 
All other joy's but meer perplexity 3 

Without his love, *twill {woun'd away, nay die. 


Nothing but Grace, Heaven's oft-ſpring, can revive 
Arid nought but tighs of Fe/as can cnlive it, (it: 


Theſe things contidered, may make thee (ee - 
Its worth , nay more, how alſo tis with thee. 
Ninthly. 

How ſhall we prize the Soul? what rate ſhall wc 
Upon her ſet ? O what againii her weigh ? 
Come, bring the ballance, and now |-t us try 
What turther worth or precioufncls doth lie 
In the fair Soul : *tis done, all Gold:n Orc 


Ot both the Indies arc ith' ſcales, yet more GE 
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E We (ill do want, more Riches pray put in, 

| All precious Stones and Pearls; now weigh agin. 

| Alas the ballance flics, here yer wants weight, 

: | The Soul out-vics them all: Lord, here? S 4 hight 

, Yþ Th' whole world at once is in. yet 'tis too light, 

Add world to world, and hcap tcn thouſand more, 

| Were there ſo many, could you tnd ſuch ſtore, 

X | Yet would the Scul in worth cxcecd them far, 

| Nay, I might multiply, and yct not err, 

| Oh! then take heed thou doit not chatter fo, 

To get the World, and in exchange let go 

| This precious Soul : nor let it be thought tirange, 

W hat thall a Man for's Saul give in exchange 2 

d Tenthly, 

ry She is Immortal, O ſhe cannot dies 

[Though *twas not lo trom all Etcrnity, 

| She was created, but in (uch a ſtate, 

; ſad. Man can't her kill, nor her annihilate, 

{Her Beings ſuch, hr Lite lhall till rxenain 

dic. Þ( Although the body dic ) 1 in bio: P4IN. 

revive [Then hatt thou not g00d ground to watch & ward 
(it With wary cye. and ct a conl! ant guard 

Upon thc P ortals ot the treach'rous q "nw 

N Lc of this Jewel thou deceived art ? 

[What Man to gain a (hilling, would let go 

all wc} A Pearl of fuch great pricc and vaiue? who 

Would think that Men, accounted prave and wiſe, 

| For toys and trifics ſhuuld their Souls defpile ? 

| Many, I fcar there be, wh. day by day, 

To gaina Gryat, unjutily, giv t away 3 

Wwe ; Whillt 
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240 Chriſt's gloriow Love. Book II, 


Whilſt others proſtitute it to their luſt: 

Nay, do by it, as by a bone or cruſt 

That's ca(t unto the Dog tor him to knaw. 

This Dog's the Devil, whoſe wide firetcht. out jaw 
Stand gaping for *t : his Eyes are upon all, 

> Knowing when ere they tin, they let it tall. 

* Othen takehced; and it this Dog ſhould tawn, 
Or wag, his Tail, let not fo ſweet a pawn 

Of tuture Glory be contemn'd or loſt, ſ 
Think, think trom whence it came,& what it colt. 
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CHAP. VII. 


Chris Love Epitomiz'd, the Old-man wounded ; 
Will male willing : ſpewing alſo the nature of the 
Souls Eſporſal to Chritt, 


F all that hath bcen ſaid yet will not move thee 
To clofc with Chriſt,l onceagain will prove thee, 
By making ot a brict ar (hort collection 
Of his ſwcet Love and wondertul Aﬀcction 
And then I trult thou wilt with ſacred Vows 
Contract thy felt to him, become his Spoulc, 
Whole lett hand's tull of Treafurc, in his right 
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Arc Honours great, and Pleaſures infinite, | 
A Prince (you know ) diſpos'd to make Election} 
Ot a Conſort, betore hel place Aﬀection, 
Will trſt enquire it the Virgin be ; 
In Perſon, Parts, Etftatc, or Pedigrce 
Equal 
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hap.7. Chriſt's 2lortous Love, 241 
qual unto himliclt ; but if in caſe 

he be of low dcſcent, of Parents baſc, 

'ompar'd with his 3 or not {o noblc born, 

\r has debas d her tclt, or is torlorn 

lethinks it 1s below him ONCcc to Place, 

Dr tix his love on hers he fears difprace : 

uct the Lady chance to equalize him, 
Che's not fo much oblig d to love or Prize him 


PYond common bounds, becaulc, ſaith the, Iam 


No whit inferiour unto him 3 iny name 
ccords the noble ftock trom whence I came, 
Jut it a Prince ſhould chance to ſet his love 
lpon a perion that has nought to move 
&© great a Lord to make that choice, then ſhe 
Amazed, yiclds with all humilitic 3 
an do no lc(s than humbly give conſent, 
1cld up her (clt with great alionithmment ; 
But ſhe who doth rcjcct ſuch love, is acted 
Likc one bercav'd ot lenſe, nay quite dittracted, 
Miſpuided Soul! and 1s not this the caſe ? 
What worth's in thee to him ? O! vile, and baſe! 
Inticad ot love, deſcrvelt to be hatcd, 
Sincc trom thy God thou nali degencrated, 
And yct thc bleſſed J#ſus don't dc{pile thee, 
Bt trom thy loathlom dunghil tain would raiſe 
But to procccd, I now will give to thee ( thee. 
Ot Chritt's {weet Love a thort Epitome. 
1. *Tis a fr{t-love, as foon as he paſt-by, 
And ſaw thee in thy blood, he calt his Eye 
\W hillt thou in that fad gore didit weltring lie. 
Nay, 
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242 Chriſt's gloriouw Love Book 1l, 


Nay, unto thee moſt precious love he had 
Before the fabrick of this World mas made. 
2, It is attracting Love, its nature's ſuch, 
Tis like the Loadlione 3 hadſt thou once a touch, 
*Twould make thy Iron-heart with ſpecd to move, 
Nay, cleave to him in bonds of purett Love, 
3. *Tis a free Love, there's nought at all in thee 
Which can deſerve his favour, yct docs he 
Not grutch thee his dear Love,although fo great, 
The glorious King of Kings does oft intreat 
Tholc Souls to his imbraces, who contemn 
His proffer'd grace, and Gill love ſhews to them. 
4. *Tis 'bounding Love, like Niu, overflows 
All banks and bounds, his Grace no limit knows. 
5. *Tis a delighting Love, therc's nought moref 
She tound it ſo who watht his precious feet, ({weet; 
He tak: s delight and ſweet complacency 
In thoſc he loves, his heart aftedts his Eye. 
He relicth in his love 3 and who can turn 
His heart away, or danip thoſe flames that burn 
In his dcar breatt ? none ever lov'd as he, 
Who tor his Spouſe was nailed to the Tree. 
6. It is a Victor's Love 3 he'l wound and kill 
All Enemics who do oppolc his Will; 
Where he lays Siege, he'l make the Soul to yicld, 
Ey love he overcomes and wins the Ficld 3 
His Captive ( Soul ) thou certainly mult be : * 
Kis love 1s fuch, *twill have the Victoric. 
7, It is abiding and Etcrnal Love, 
[will latt as long as he 3 nought can remove 
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k Il FChap.7, Epitomiz'd, 243 
His love from ſuch on whom he caſts his Eye, 
And for whoſe ſake alone he chole to die. 
The love which did appear to Saints of old, 
ouch, Did graciouſly this glorious Truth untold. 
nove, þ1 with an everlaſting Love, faith he, 
Have ſet my heart upon ( or loved ) thee, | C 
| thee And therefore I have drawn thee unto me. 
Know he who thus doth his {weet love commend 
reat, To his dear Saints, loves them unto the end. 
S. *Tis a great Love, moſt powerful and ſtrong ; 
Hence *tis he thinks each hour and minute long, 
em. [Till he imbrace thee in his Sacred Arms, 
ows [Where he'l ſecure thee from all the harms 
»ws. And dangers great, by Men or helliſh charms. 
moreÞtathers, although they love their Children dear, 
weetz[Yet never did from them ſuch love appear. 
David lov'd Abſolom, yet gives conſent, 
Nay he himfclt decrees his banithment, 
A Mother may forget her ſucking Child, 
urn [As ſome have done, although of nature mild, 
Yet torc'd by famine, cruelly have ſhed 
yl heir Childrens bloud, and of their ficth have fed ; 
kill Put Ah! his Love's fo tree, fo lirong, fo great, 
He gives his bloud todrink, his ficth for meat 
icld, Pinto the Soul; and thoſe who it receive, 
Shall never die, and none but fuch can live. 
9. His Love 1s matchlels, *tis without compare, 
Vho neither flcth, nor bloud, nor lite did ſpare. 
lhe love of Wom:n, which che World cfteems 
c Mott tirong in ſweet attcCtion 3 their love ſeems 
His An 
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244 Chriſt's unſearchable Love Book, 11 


An empty ſhadow, and not worth regard, 
When with his Sacred Love it is compar'd, 
The Husbands, Wives, and Fathers may abound, 
Yet no ſuch love as Chriſt's was ever found. 
Abraham and Iſaac both lov'd their Wives, 
Yet ncither ot them facrihic'd their lives, 
onathan's love to David did exceed 
he love of Women 3 *"twas a Love indeed! 
But what was Jonathan s great love to this? 
Ah! le than nothing, when compar'd to his. 
Chriti's love excceds all natural Love as tar 
As bright Aurora doth the fmallett Star. 
But Oh ! in vain do we Sh his Lovc 
With any thing below 3 no, *tis above 
Compariton, 'tis fo unmente, fo great, 
We cannot tind it out: though Man's conceit 
' Is larger than exprcthion 3 though protound, 
Yet Man's conccption never yet could found 
The depth oft Lovc's untathomableblits, 
& PICAT, {0 ded P, {© bottom lc (s It TH 
Berwixt his Love and ours, the diſproportion 
Is like one drop ot Water to the Occan. 
Or as the {mallelt dult that's hercely driven, 
To the whole Globe 3 or like as Earth's to Heaver, 
The Sun tor clcarncfs with his ſplendent face, 
Thc Moon tor (wittncls in her Zodiack Race 5 
Fhe Sands tor nun:bcr.and the Heaven tor height 
The Scas tor depth,the ponderous earth for weigh 
Yet with morc certainty.and with lc(s doubt (out 
Be wcigh'd and mcafur'd, than Chrilt's love foun 
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Chap.7. overcoming the Soul, 2-45 
O depth! O heigth! O breadth! O wonderous 
Of this great Love! Ouncompared firength (length 
Of true afteEtions ! Love that is Divine! 

What's natural lovezLord,when compar'd to thine? 
Such a redundancy of Love is found, 

Whoever dives into theſe depths is drown'd. 

Ten thouſand Seas, ten thoufand times told o're, 
Add to theſe Seas ten times as many more, 

Let all theſe Seas become one deep Abyls, 

They'd all come ſhort in depth compar'd to this, 
The Moral, Natural, nor the Spiritual Man, 

With all thcir Underſtanding, never can 

Find out the Nature of Chrilt's Love! alas, 

It doth all Knowlcdg *nfinitely ſurpaſs. 

O may theſe Depths & Heigths have pow'r to move 
On thee, till thou art ſwallowed up in Love, | 
That, that which cannot comprehended be 
By Men nor Angels, may comprehend thee 

And thou being hIlV'd with it, may'ſt lweetly lie 
In depths of Love unto Eternitie. 

The Spir't with this let fly a piercing Dart, Y 
Which wounded dreadtully her tiubborn heart, > 
It picrc'd to th* very quick and made her (mart, 
Now, now the mourns, Ah! how ſhe weeps, ſhe 
And water runs like fountains from her Fys. (crys, 
Now hcor whole Soul sdiffolved into tears 
By Love-lick pathons 5 yet the's hll'd with fears, 
Lett Chritt thould now with angry trown deny 
To give het one {weet alpect of his Eye: 

Becauſe 
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246 The Soul overcome by Love. Book II. 


Becauſe his love {he had, fo long retus'd, 
And wondrous patience thametully abus'd, 
Oh! now ſhe ſpends whole days & nights in prayer, 
She lighs and grieves, but can t fee Chritt appear. 
The panting Hart nc't long'd for Water-brooks 
More than does lhe tor {ome reviving looks 
From the great Princc, the God of Love & Grace 
But he at preſent {eems to hide his tace, 

But fiop,my Muſc, hark how the Winds doroar, 
All forms i'th Soul alas) arc not yet o're. 
No ſooner did the 0/4-mzn calt his Eyes, 
And view'd this change. but in great wrath did riſc 
For to renew the Wars he joins atrcſh - 
With ſcattcr'd torcc of /YVill and Luits of th' fleſh, 
To make what lircngth they can, with hellith ſpite, 
The Devil's with thele conquer'd pow'rs unite, 
Arm'd with deſpair, and like to Lamps, wch make | 
The greacelt blaze at going out, they take 't 
Their blunt and broxen Weapons in their hand, F 
Reſolving Chrilt in her thall not command 3 | 
Nor (he deſert their caulc, nor break her Vows 
With Sin and Sel}. and ſo become Chriſt's Spoulc. 
But now, [| tind in vain they do retiſt : 
True Grace is come, the Spirit doth athit, 
Sin, World, the FI, nor Devil, can long ttand 
Betore the Spirits tirong and pow'rtul hand. 
See how the Spirit now doth ſearch about 
To hind each Sn, and curled Darling out. 
Did you never bchold in what dread for? 
The widc-mouth'd Canon plays upon the Fort, 
And 


It, 


And 


; [Now the Aﬀedion's chang'd, and Will doth yield, 


* the Soul. But hark, methinks I hear 


Chap.7. The Day of God's Power, 247 


And how by whole-fai] it doth batter down 
The thattered walls of a beſieged Town? 

Even ſo the Spirit with his powerful Sword 
Makes glorious ſlaughter, will no Truce afford, 
Kills all before him, will no Quarter give, 

Nor will he ſuffer any Luſt to live. 

The Strong-man,( Satan) quakesz good reaſon whyi 
A (tronger's come, a f{tronger he doth ſpy 

Is enter'd in—— O therefore he's much pain'd 3 
All, all is gone, and he himfelt is chain'd. 

The Old-man trembling, likewiſe thinks to fly 
Into ſome lurking-corner, ſecretly 

To hide himſelf : but th Spirit's piercing Sight 
Diſcovers him, and now with heavenly might 

Laid on ſuch ſtrokes, and gave him ſuch a wound, 
Weh with dire vengance brought himto theground: 


Ecing willing made; ſays Grace ſhall have the Field- 
© happy ſecafon ! and thrice long'd-tor hour! 
This is the day of God's moſt mighty Power 


oft bitter ſighs and groans ſound in mine Ear. 
The Soul's afflited! it is ſhe doth mourn, 

To think what ſorrows for her Chriſt hath born; 
She hates, nay loaths her ſelf to th' very duſt, 
And ſeeks to mortitie each former Luſt, 


And ſomething more doth (till perplex hermind, 
Im whom ſhe dearly loves, ſhe cannot tind. 
er heart 1 fear will quickly burlt afunder, 

t any long time ſhe ſhould be preſt under | 

$ This 


2483 Love-fick Paſſions. Book II. } 


This heavy weight : no griet like hers, is there : 
Who can (alas) a wounded Spirit bear ? 

She's almoſt ſwallow'd upin deep deſpair. 

You next ſhall hcar ( it you attention lend )* 
How ſhe bewails the abſence of her Friend. 

Soul, 

 Ahme! I taint, my Spirits quite decay, 

And yet I cannot dic : O who can liay 

My finking Soul, whillt I theſe forrows tcel ? 

My fecble knees under their burden reel. 

Internal deeps, -black gulphs, where horror lies, 
Open their ghatily mouths betore minc Eys. 

O wretchcd Soul! curs'd Sin ! I might have been 
The Lamb's fair Bride, and a' Celeſtial Queen, | |} 
Had I imbrac'd my Lord, my King, my Love, 
(Who was more taithtul than the Turtle Dove.) | 
® had I then receiv,d him in mine Arms, 

He would have fav'd me from eternal harms. 
But now I tear thoſe happy days are palt, 
And I poor wretch ſhall into Hell be calt , 
Lound up in ftetters, and ctcrnal chains 

Ot burning Wrath, and evcilatiing pains. 

O ſinful Soul! I whohave lightly fct | 
By the blcki Prince, who would have paid my debt; 
O he that would have treely quit my {corc, 
Ah! Now I tcar I ſhall ne'rc ſec him morc. 
Could 1 but oncc more heax his Sacred Voice, 
I would make him my joy, and only choice, 
Burt's Wooing-timc | tear is out of date 5 
Now I r:pent, but dicad it 15 too late. 
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Chap.7. Love fuck Paſſions, 249 


I mclt, Lord, into tears, whilſt thou the Sun 
Ot precious Light, art hid, where thall I'run 
For Light and comfort in this dolefom hour, 
Whil( I lie drenched in this brigith ſhower ? 
Morc would ſhe ſpeak, but her great pathon (tops 
Her mourntul ſpeech, whillt her cys flood-gates opes, 
Smote with deſpair fo taint, ſhe ſcarce appears 
To breath or live, but by her fighs and tears. 

A Fricnd amidft this patſion tiraizht arriv'd, 
Whoſc thining, beams and luſtre much reviv'd 
The troubl'd Soul on every fide, that ſhe 
Cry'd out, O heavenly Spirit, it is thee, . 

Who with Diviner and mytterious Art 
Did fuch i!Jutirious beams of Glory dart , 
Which did not only tend to joy and peace, 
Put much inflam'd her heart, made love increaſe 3 
And lo, bctore her Eys ſhe doth behold 
The Prince to ſtand, whoſe Glory to unfold 
Is *bove the reach of Man, or Seraphim 3 
And thus had the a bleſſed fight of him. 
Like as the Sun breaks forth beneath a Cloud, 
| Whoſe conqu'ring light cattoffeach envious ſhroud, 
And round about his beauteous bearns diſplays, 
Making her Earth like Heav n with his bright rays, 
This glorious Aſpedt of his lovely Eye, 
Which the through Faith beheld, did by atfd BP” 
With {uch tranſports, or Raptures, on her ſeize, 
And from her tormer ſorrows gave her cafe; 
Yct could the not be tully fatisty'd, 
Until the Marriage-knot was hrmly yd. 
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FS 250 The Eſpouſal Day. Book 1I, 
A Promiſe ſhe endeavours to procure, 

To make Chriſt's Love and Pardon to her ſure, 
She to this purpoſe does her (elt addreſs 

To him ſhe-loves, with ſweet compoſedne(s 

Of heart and mind 3 tho thinking what ſhe'd bin, 
She's under fears, and oft diltreſt agin 3 

Much queſtioning ( for want of Faith ) how he 
Could e're torget paſt wrongs and injurie. 


| Soul. 
Life of my life ! alas, Lord, what am I ? 

A wretched Creature 3 who deſerves to die 
A thouſand deaths, nay, and a thouſand more, 
| For wounding thee within, without, all o're, 
[ ; ' Ineverypart: O this doth make me mourn, 
© It melts my heart to think what thou haſt born 

| | For a vile worm. But wilt thou view the wound 

! 
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That's made in me?Lord,I amdrench'd & drown'd 
In bloud, and briniſh tears, my waſting breath, 


| And ſighing Soul, will period ſoon in Death, 
ft Unlefs thou ſcal, and dolt confirm to me 
| Thy Love by promiſes; O! ſhall I ſee 
it | Thy hand ttretch'd out ? or ſhallI hear thee fay, 
if Come, come to me, poor Soul, Ocome away ?* 
if *Tis thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 
'} 13 - Hurt not my ſores,nor cruſh the wounds that bleed, 
1 $ © let my chilled Soul teel the warm hres | 
1 $WS Ot thy ſweet Voice, that my diflolv'd defies 
J; May turna ſoveraign Balſam, to make whole 


1hoſc wounds my tins have made in thy dear _ 
0 A ) 


a= 1 l 


bin, 


he 


For ever periſhmuſt 3 Lord, hear my cry. 


Chap.7. Who gives the Soal to Chriſt, 251 1 


Ah! wilt thou let me (woun'd away anddie, 
Whilſt thou ſtand{i looking on ? Lord, calt an eye 
On me, for whom thou on the Croſs did(i bleed 3 
Some comfort, Lord, now in my greatelt need : 

No Corrolives, ſome Cordial Spir'ts, or I 


eſus, 

AfMidted Soul! the purchaſe of my Bloud, 
Come, hear, come hear a conſolating Word. 
Shall I who have through ſore Afﬀfiictions paſt 
For love of thee, refuſe thee now at laſt ? 
No, no! I cannor, Soul, I cannot bear 
Such piercing moans that wounds my tender Ear 
Now will I magnthe my,Pow'r and riſe 
To ſcatter thy malicious Enemies 3 
I'le thee enlighten with my glorious Rays, 
And make thee happy, happy all thy days. 
Who will betroth, or give this Soul to me? 
Let's Celebrate with great'ſt Solemnity, 

And glorious Triump , the eſpouſal Day : 
Core, come, my Dear, let usno longer ſtay. 


The F ither. 
'Tis in my Pow'r, *tis I,| I give her thee, 
As th” truit of my own Choice, Love and Decree, 
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CHAP. VIIL 


The mutual and bleſſed Contra between Chrift and 


the Sinner. 


Feſus. 
I'VE me thy hcart then, Soul, I do betroth 
Thee unto me, that no approaching Wrath 
Muy any ways bc hurttul unto thee, 
In Rightcouſneſs I thee betroth to me, 
In Judgment allo thou bcetrothcd art, 
And all I have to thce I do impart 
In taithfulneſs and tendgr mercy, fo 
That thou thy Lord, thy Friend, & God ſhalt know, 
I do bctroth thee unto me tor cver, 
And ncithcr Death, Nor Exirth.nor Hcl! (hall (cvcr 
Thy Soul from mc. It thou wilt pay thy vows, 
I will be thine, and thou {halt be my Spoulc, 
I take thce now tor better, and tor worſe: 
Give mc thy hand, Ict's jointly both of us 
V ith mutual love tic the conjugal Knor, 
Wick on my part {hall ncver bc torguor, 
My Covenant with thee 1s (cal d by bloud, 
[15s firms than the Oath at Noah s Flood. 
{uit 19 folded Aris I now do take thee, 
Ard ponatcthat Lnever will turfake thc, 
Thy tins arc calt belund my back, aud 1 
Will cover cach tuturc intumitic. 


Il. | Chap.$. The Eſpouſal Day. 253 
= The Sinners cloſmg with Chriſt, 
Soul, 
upon my bended knees I do this day X 


Accept of thee, my Lord, my Lite, my Way 
and By whom alone poor Sinners have acceſs 
Unto the Father 3 nay, and do conteſs, 
Declare, pronounce ith” fight of God, that I 
Do enter now with all ſimplicity | 
troth | Into a Contract with thee, make my Vow: 
rath Þ} That I will be to thee a faithful Spouſe, 

O bleſſed Feſig, I'm as one undone, 
A naked, vile, loathſom and guilty one, 
unworthy tar to waſh the very teet 
Of th? Scrvants of my Lord O how is it 
That thou, the glorious Prince, ſhouldſt ever chu: 
now. | Such an unworthy Worm to be thy Spouſe : 
O what's thy Love! O Grace, beyond expretlion 
1 fevcr | Doth the great God on me place his affection ? 
WS, Bur fith tis fo, this I engage to do, 
I'lc! leave all tor thy fake, and with thee go. 
And in all things own thee alone as Head. 
And Husband dear, by whom I will be lcd, 
And in all ttates and times will thee obcy, 
W hat ever comes, unto my dying-day. 
I take thee as my Prophet, Prielt, and King: 
And my own worthineſs in cvery thing 
I do 1cnounce, and further vow that I 
Upon thy Bloud and Righteouſneſs will lee 3 
On that, and that alone, will 4 depend 

By Faith always until my life thall end. 
\*þ g 4 
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254 The Eſpouſal Day. Book.[T, 


I covenant with thee, and fo I take thee, 

And whatſoe'r falls out, I'lenc'r torſake thee, 

But run all hazards in this doleſom day, 

And never trom thy holy ways will (tray. 

All this and more I promiſe ſhall be done, 

Eut in thy ſtrength, Lord, in thy ſtrength alone, 
Th* Solemnity thus ended, preſently 

The glorious Prince, the Bridegroon, calis his Eye 

Upon the Soul, and bound up all her fores, 

Nay healed them, and cancgll d all her ſcores: 

But be'ng her (elt dehl'd, ſhe ſoon gpy'd 

A precious Fountain flowing from his lide, 

A Fountain torjuncleanneſs to wath in 

In which ſhe bath'd, and wath'd away her fin. 

Then gloriouſly by him ſhe was array'd 

With Robes imbroid'red, very richly laid 4 

With Gold and Diamonds, that ſhe did ſecm 

Like an adorned Heav*nly Seraphim. 

One Vclture was eſpecially moſt rare, 

Without a ſeam, much like what he did wear 

It is the Wedding Robe, both clean and white, 

Whoſe luſtre far exceeds the Morning-light 3 

And other garments alſo, which (he wore, 

Curioutly wrought with Silk, and pang] d o're 

With fiars of Gold, of Pearl, of precious Stone, 

Enough to dazlc all to look upon : 

Which bc*'ng made up of every precious Grace, 

Did caule a {plendent Beauty in herk acc, 

That whillt he did behold her, could diſcry 

His Fathcr's Image clearly in her Eye, 

| Which 


k.[I, 


Which 
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Chap.s. Inward Ghyy, | 255 


Which did fo pleaſe him, that he now admires, 
And after this her Beauty much deſires. 
O ſee the change, ſhe which was once (© toul, 
Is now become a {weet and lovely Soul, 
Fler beauty tar <xc-15 what it had been 
In ancient days. © mortal Eye hath feen . 
So (weet a Crea' it, no ſuch Virgin Queen. 
Yet all her Beauty tow's but (pots and ſtains, 
To what it will be when her Saviour raigns. 
O hear the melody ! Angels rejoice, 
Whilit ſhe triumphs in this mott happy choice. 
Who would not then all Earthly Glorics flight, 
To gain a minutes taſte of ſuch delight ? 

No ſooner did Apollyon calt his Eyes 
On what was done, but furioutly did 'riſc 
To damp her joy, or cauſe her mirth to ceaſe, 
And by ſome {tratagams to ſpoil her peace. 
He hirlt ſtirs up the Old-man's broken torce 
For to clirange her : 1t he can't divorce 
Her trom her Friend, yct raiſes inward {irite, 


| How to deprive her ot thoſe joys of lite, 


Which do abound in Lovers every way, 

Betwixt th' cſpouſal and the Marriage-day. 

A thouſand tricks contriv'd betore had he 

How to dclay or ſpoil th* Afhnitie. 

But it he can't rod us of inward joy, 

Our name, or goods, or lite he will dettroy. 

For tailing in the firit, ,he ſtirs up Foes 

To lay upon her perſecuting blows. 

Hc that will tollow Chrift, mult look cach day 

To kave his worldly comtorts took away. Pe- 
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Belides, the O!d-m2n being not yet lain, 

Great troubles,in her mind there roſe again. 

Burt her dear Friend'ſo faithful is, that he 

Will never leave her in Adverſitie. 

And to the end her joy may more abound, 

A way by him immediately is found 

To free her trom the Old-man's hellith ſpite, 

He mutt be crucify'd; but tirlt they cite 

Him to the Bar to hear what he can ſay, l 
Why now his lite ſhould not be took away. - 
But hear, before that's done, how the bleſt Lover 
Doth his dread threats and awtul frowns diſcover 
Againtbthe Focs of her he loves fo well, 
Whoc're they be, Men, Lutfts, or Fiends of Hell. 
He rcads his great Commithhon, lets them know 
He in a moment can them overthrow, 


The dread Power and awful fromns of Feſus Prince 0 


Peace over bis S aints Enemies, 


When Man tranſgreſs'd *rwa$ I, Etcrnal T, 
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Gave torth the Sentence, Thou ſhalt ſurely die. 

*Twas I that curs'd the Serpent, who remains 

Unto this day, and ſhall in latiing Chains. | 

Whcn Cain did ſhed his rightcous' Brother's bloud, | 

I fentenc'd Cainz "twas I that brought the t ood | 

Upon thc Earth. By mic the World was.drowncd 

Proud Babels Language was by me contounded. 

I am Jehovan's everlaſting Word, 

NW ho in my hand do bear th* two-cdg,'d $rrucd. 
'Tiwi 


*% 
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Twas I, and only I that did Command 

The diſmal darkneſs in the Egyptizns Land, 
Twas at my Word the Seas divide in twain, 
nd made an even paſlage throvgh the Main. 
timy Command Pharaoh and all his Holi 

Vere utterly within the Red-Sca lolt, 

Twas I that made Belhazzers joints to quake, 
And all his Nobles trenible when I ſpake. 
Twas I that made the Perſizn Monarchs great, 


a ” 
- 


- nd threw them with the Greezans trom their Seat, 
aver Biay the Wo 1rd, and Nations arc dilircf6'd 
over Þ ſpake again, and the whole World's at ref 


ct all Men ttand in fcar and dread of me ; 
11, Þ was the tirit, and I the latt will be, 
|| knecs ſhall bow to me when I reprove, 


Wo nd at my Voice the Mountains thall remove, 
he Earth thall be oiffolved at my Threat, 

ince of nd Elcmcnts thall melt with fervent heart. 
ly Word contines the Earth, the Seas, the-Wind, 
am the great Jehovah uncontin'd, 

E Tis 1 divide between the joints and Marrow 3 

"Y © place fo cloſe, no cranny is ſo narrow, 

ng at, ike the Sun's bright beams, I enter in, 


| D! iſcoverin g to cach heart, the darling, Sin 
Jloud. [That lodges in the Soul, *Tis 1 alone, 
Flood PV ho by ny picrcings nake them hgh and groan. 
owacept trom truc tenſe and forrow they complain, 
Icd, Þ graciouily bind up thoſe wounds again. 
Tis 1 chat fave the humble and contrite, 
vord. [nd do condcinn the tormal Hypocrite, 


"Twi Ay 


Py 


258 The Old-man condemned. Book II, 


My circuit's large, I coaſt the World abour, 
No place, nor fecret, but I hnd it out. 

All Nations of the World I rule at pleaſure, 
To my Dominion's neither bound nor meaſure. 
Therefore, dear Soul, chear up, and do not tear, 
T'le contound all thy Foes both tar and near. , 
And now I do command ts bring to th' Bar 
That inward Foe, O!4-man, I wo'nt defer 

His Tryal longer, his Indictments read, 

And he had leave and liberty to plead, 

And on his Trial he deny'd the Fact 

But Conſcience (wears [he took him in the ac, 
And other witneſs too 3 but to be brief, 

All prove him the Soul's Foe, nay and the chief 


And only cauſc of all the horrid Treaſon 


Aded agiintt the Lord unto this ſeaſon. 


He was deny'd to ſpeak, the Proofs being clear, 


You ſhall theretore his tatal Sentence hear : 
Come thou baſe Traytor, impure Mats of Sin 
That, Villain-like, dolt feck revenge agin 

Upon the Soul, and firiv'ii to raiſe up lirite, 

Nay thirſts again to take away her lite, 

Hear, hear thy Sentence, O!/d-man, th6u mutt die, 
I can no pity ſhew, nor mind thy cry: 

Thy Age! away, *tis pity thou haſt bin 

Sparcd fo long, when guilty of ſuch Sin. 

Soul, thou mult fee to bring him 1n ſubjection, 
With every evil luſt, and vile afteGion. 

This heap of Sin thou muſt ftrive to deſtroy, 
That {o thou mailt all perte& peace enjoy: 
Und: 
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inder the ſtricteſt bonds let him abide, 
i/l he is ſlain, or throughly crucity'd. 

The 0ld--:as being fentenc'd, and confin'd, 
The Soul is confolated in her mind. 
rc. Aﬀe hon, Judgment, Will, do all rejoyce, 
zr, [Aandate united now : O bappy choice! 

\h ! ſhe admires the excellence and worth 
; Dt her Beloved, that ſhe fers him forth, 
s one that's raviſh'd in the contemplation 
Of his great Glory, and her exaltation, 
In this her ſacred choice : and thfs fo raiſes 
er ravidh'd ſenſes, that Angelick praites , 
She thinks too low 3; O now ſhe doth diſcover, 
And not 1ill now th* afteRtions of a Lover, 
here's nothing now ſo tedious as delay, 
Berwixt the "ſpouſal and the Marriage-day, 
Her former joys in which the much delighted, 
he treads them under-foot, they are quite lighted, 
Nay altogether loathſum in ber Eye, 
<Mbonns with his faered Company. 
ear. [Unto the place where he appoints ro meet her, 
; hither ſhe runs with ſpeed, there's nothing ſweeter : 
ay there is nothing oe: nothing is dear 
> Y pleaſant to her, if he be not there. 
! ſaith the, Love-fick'Soul, in ſuch a caſe 
May I but have one kifs, one ſweet ſmbrace, 
) how would it rejoyce this heart of mine ! 

_ \ÞHis Love is berter than the choiſeſt Wine. 
die, [His Name is like an Ointment poured forth, 
\nd no ſuch Odour e're enrich'd the Earth. 
Ike Ealtern Gums, Arabran Spices rare, 

Do not pertume, not fo enrich the Air, 
is the Eternal aiic renowned Fame 


on, t his mott precic::s and molt glorious Name ! 
Perfumes my Soul, 1: elevares my voice, 
\hilit gladnef tiils my heart : O happy choice ! 
. My ſacred Friend, my Life, my Lord, and King, 


Voth me into his ſecret Chambers brimy ; 
Una: AL 


'Is able to befiow:'s yer thall my Vous 
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Although tcn thouſand tall on either hand, 

My Soul in fatety evermore ſhall ſtand. 

Tell me, my: Lord, tell mc, my deareſt Love, 
Where thou doſt tecd, whither the Flocks remove, 
A:d where thicy reit an Noon in foultry gleams, 
Bring me into tholc Shades, where fi1lver itreams 
Of living Waters flow, mott calm and till, 
There, there Ie fhelecr, there Ile drink my ll. 
The Fountains ope, O fee jr runs molt clear, 
Grecn Paiturcs by ; a Log 1s allo nears 

To hide in faterv, and r© fre trom tear 

Of ſcorching, heat ; unver this thade I'ke re}, 

My Love ſhail lie incloſed in my breatt. 

My heare tha't be his lodging-place for ever, 
Nothing ſhall! me trom my Beloved fever. 

The rerrors of the Nighe thall never harm me, | 
He faves from heat, in Erofts his love doth” warm mc 
You Virgins who ver never felt the (nart 

Cf Love's toul-picrcing and hcart- wounding Datr, 

It all rthcfe facred Raprures you admire, 

know, Virgins, krow that this Celettial Fire 

That's kindicd in my breaſt, comes trom abore, 

And ſets my Soul into this tiame of Love. 

Q he that has endured fo much pain 

To gain my Love, is Worthy to chrain 

Ten thoutand times more love than his poor Spouts 


Be daily paid to him, in whote ſweet breai} 
My love-fick Soul tha!! find ercrnal ret, : 
know, kno'v I ne'r obtain'd true peace, betuic 
My foul calt *nchor on this ſacred ſhore, 
All carehiy pleaſures are but fecming mirth, 
His pretence ts a Heaven upon Earth, 

How heavy, O how bitter was the Crots 
Once unto mc? ro think UPON rhe loſs 

Ot temporal comforts, mauve me to complain 
But now 1 tad fuch icfl.s arc my SAI. 


Ter- 
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Terreſtrial joys, as drofs ro me appear 

My Jjoy's m Heaven, O my treaſure's there. 

Had I all Riches of both th' ird:a's ſhore 

Ar my command, ten thouſand times told o're, 
My foul would loath them, they ſhould be abhord 
Being worſe chan dung, compared to my Lord. 

O may theſe Sun-beams never ceaſe to ſhine, 

By which I fee that my Beloved's mine. 


He is my fleſh and bone, therefore will I 


b. 


Rejoyce the more in this Afnigy, 
He is my All, my foul's to him unired, 
As Fonathen's to David, who delighted 
| So much in him that in his greateit trouble 
if Dear Forath.mn did his affeRions double : 
When David was in great diſtreſs -and fear, 
| Then did his love and loyalty appear, 
| %o wh:n my dear Beloved is diltreſt, 
My love to him ſhall chiefly be expreſt. 
But why, faid I, cifgrelt > What, can my Lord, 
ho hath conſuming power in his Ward, 
be rouch'd by Morrtals > what, can he be harm'd, 
Who with all ftrength of Heaven and Earth is arm'd > 
No, no; I muſt recall chat laviſh ftrain : 
No hand can touch him, he cannot ſuſtain 
The ſmalleit injury from th” greateſt Pow'r ; 
For in a breath he can his Foes devour. 

But now, methinks, I preſently eſpy 
Upon the Earch the Apple of his Eye ; . 
| Which are his ſervants, nay his members dear, 
| Which wicked men do oft opprefs ; O there 

My Lord's dittreit : for it his Children fmarr, 
O that doth pierce and wound his tender heart, 
If cold or nakednefs athicts their ſouls, 
He 1vmyarbizes, and their ſtare condoles. 
It ſick rhcy be, or it by ctuel hands 
They are in Prifon caſt, and under bands, 
And there witch _ and with thirſt oppreit, 
_ He tecls their grief, be is in them diftreſt. 
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What wrong ſoever they on- Earth receive, 

'Tis done to him, for which my foul doth grieve 
To ſee th' afflictions of his fervants here ; 

This 15 the fruit true loyal Love does bear. 

Her forrows are his woes; tor they alone, 
Being his members, are my fleth and bone. 
And all make but one Body, he's the Head, 
From whence all flows,: 'tis he alone has ſhed 
His love abroad, in this my love-fick heart, 
Whereby I tee] when anv members (marr. 

My bowels move and tender heart does bleed, 
VVhich makes me for his ſake ſupply their need. 
Thus tor my Chrilt, and for his Cliidren's ſake 
I'le ſuffer any thing ; yea I dq rake 

My hfe, and goods, and all into my kands, 
To be diſpoſed of as he commands - 

Bur know tor certain evermore that 1 

For aid and help on him alone rely, 


Theſe pleaſant Fruits, O theſe delight the King. 


And hereby *tis that we do hononr bring 

Unto his Name ; all fouls 6t the new birth. 
VVho are ſincere, this precious fruit bring torth, 
Let not theſe things ſeem ftrange, becauſe to few 
Do bear ſuch Fruit, believe the Maxim's true, 
That as the Sun doth by its warm refle&ion 
Upon the Eatth, proucuce a reſurrection 

Ot all thoſe Seeds, which in the Earth do |:c 
Hid for a time in datk obſcurity : 

Ev'n fo the Sun of Rightcouſnels doth ſhine 
Into this cold and barren heart of mine ; 

The precious ſeeds that have been ſcattered there 
Take root and blofſum, nay their branches bear 
Sweet fruit, being the product of thoſe Rays, 
VVhich that bright Sun into my foul diſplays, 
'Tis precious _ molt lovely in tus Eye, 

Both tor 155 Beauty and Veracity. 

You Virgins all who ate by Love invited 

Into bis Gatden , where he & delighted 
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/Vith all his pleaſant Friis, « me, come and ſec, 
How choice, tar, ſweet, and Lear itul they te: 
One cluſter bere's preſented to thy view, 
Tha: thou mayſt fcc, ard then bLelieve "iis true. 
! _ be the Eris which 1 thaill now exprets, 

» Jovy and Veace, I ong-ivitering, Holineſs, 

att t. Go dnefs, Tempaarce, ard Chanty, 
ou are uhe products cf ih” Aſhnity 
That's made berween me ard my deareſt Friend ; 
Nay, more than theſe, Eternal lite i'th* end. 
But it (through fin ) thou canit nor caſt thine Eye 
On theſe rare Fruits, then know afſuedly 
VVhen th' Vintage comes, and thou beginit to crave 
For one fmail taite, one taſte thou canfſt not have. 
[he truittul Soul it 1s the king will crown 
VVith th' Diadem of Glory and Renown 
O let thee things the Saul's affections raiſe, 
In gratctul Sungs to celebrate the Praiſe 
Ot great Jehovah, who 1s King of Kings, 
vVhoſe glorious Praiſe the heav* nly Quire lings : 
Then ler us ſing on Earth a Song like this, 


LF 


i} weli-bels red f mints, and / Am his 


An Hymn of Praile to the Sacrcd Eridegroom, 


YR aſe im the Higheſt, Foy betide 
The ſacred Bridegroom, and hts Bride, 
IVio doth in ſpendor ſhine : 
Let Heaven above be fil”d with Songs, 
In Earth beneath let all Mens Tongues 


fing forth: bis Praife Divine, 
If ſullen Man refuſe to ſpezk, 
[er Rocks and Stones their filence break; ; 
T for 
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20 4 in r noo raic 
for Heaven 2nd Earth combine 
To tie that ſacred Bridal Knot, 
O let it never be forgot, 
the Contract is Divine, 


Tou holy Seraphims above, 
IW ho do admire Feſus's Love, 
0 haſt away and come, 
IWVitÞ Men on Earth yorr joys divide ; 
Earth ne'r produc'd ſo fair 2 Bride, 
nor Heaven a Bridegroom, 


Another. 


Tis not the gracios lofty flrain; 
Nor record of great Hetor's glory, 
Nr all the conquering mighty Train, 
IV hoſe Acts have left the World 2 ftory 
Nor yet great Cefar's ſwelling fame, 
Who only lookid, and overcame. 


Nor one, nor all thoſe Worthy Nive, 
Nr Alexander preat Renown, 
Winſe deeds were thought almoſt Divine, 
Wien Vic'tries did his Temples crown 3 
But *tis the Lord, that Holy One, 
IWhoſe Praiſes I will ſing alone. 
My Heart and Tongue ſhall both rejoyce. 
Wilt _s all in Conſort fi ng 
Aloud reith a melodious toice 


The praiſes of fweet Tion's King ; 


» 


to the Sacred Bridegroom, 


O *xs his praiſe, that Holy One, 
I am reſolv'd to fing alone, 


My Heart indites whilſt I proclaing 
he Prgiſes of the God of Wonder, 
My lips ftull magnifie his Name, 
IWhoſe Voice 14 like a mighty Thunder: 


Ile praiſe e bis Name, and him alone, 


IV ho is the glorious Three in One, 


I hoſe feet are like to burning Braſs, 
Whoſe Eyes like to a flaming Fire, 
Vbo bringeth mighty things to paſs, 
T: him I dread, and 4» admire : 
T le magnifie his Name alone, 
Is/ho is the glorious Three in One, 


M, Heart al! 1 Pen ſhall both expreſs, 
fe Praiſes of great Juda's Lion, 
be ſweet and fragrant Flower of Jels, 
"e boty Lzmb, the King of Lion. 


To him that futeth on the Throne, 


be everlaſting praiſe alone, 


Fg 


1//,-1ſc Head is whiter than the Snow 
That's driven by the Eaſtern Wind, 
Whoſe Viſage like a flame doth ſhore, 
1finins all, yet wnconfin'd : 
4 F 7 ever prais 4 be Him xlone. 
IF'bo s the glorious Three in One, 
F-42 
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An Hymn of Praiſe, &. 
PT le praiſe bis Name, who hath reveal 4 
To me bis everlaſting Line, 
Who with his ſtripes my . Soul hath heal'd, 
Whoſe Foot-ſtool's bere, his Throne above, 
"a Trumps of Praiſe be loudly blown. 
To magniſie his Name alone, 


This ſacred Subjeft of my Verſe, 
Though J poor ſilly Mortal ſhould 
Negle& his Praiſes to rehearſe, 
The ragged Rocks and Mountains would 
Make bis diſerred Praiſes knoren, 
IV io is the gloriaus Three in One, 


Tow twinkling Stars that Day and Nizbt 
Do your appointed Crreuit rin, L 
H weet Cynthia mn her monthly flight, 1 
Alſo the bright and flaming Stn, 
Throughout the Univerſe make known 
The Praiſes of the Holy One. 


Let every Saint on Earth rejoyce 
IW hom Chriſt hath choſen, let him ſing, 
Whilſt I to him lift up my Voice 
To found the Praiſes of my King : 
For Heit is. and He alone. 
Hath made me by be loved ence, 


FINIS. 
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| There will be ſuddenly Publiſh d a Tr 
tiſc of this Author's, intituled Zion in Diſtreſs |, 
The Groans of the true Proteſtant Church. 
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